


{ane 


Vol. 3, No. 5 





Around Town. 





Christmas is passed and I am not sorry. 
Before it comes, the traditions and expectations 
are sufficiently exciting aud enjoyable to make 
the toofrequent mention of the word endur-. 
able. The delightful mysteries in one’s own 
home! they are really the prettiest bits of 
drama one sees in the year. For instance my 
youngsters early in the fall begin a campaign 
of money-getting. They had to be hired to eat 
their porridge and to button up their own 
shoes and to take their music lessons, and, in 
fact, to keep out of jail generally. In Decem- 
ber the various “banks” were made to dis- 
gorge the pennies, dimes and quarters therein 
deposited, and new bills—-brand new bills—were 
demanded in exchange. Then cunning looks 
were bestowed on the mother and myself; 
secret conclaves held at the most inappropriate 
times and in the most conspicuous places. I 
began to grow gray trying to be unconscious of 
the fact that a “ surprise” was in store for me. 
I had to be deaf and blind, stunned and uncon- 
scious at least twice per day in order to main- 
tain the pleasant fiction, but I strug. led 
bravely on (I wouldn’t w-ite this only my olive 
Franches are too young to read newspapers). 
Jane evening at tea No. 3 began to make lead- 
ing remarks; No. 1 told her not to “‘give 
everything away,” and No. 2 broke in with a 
remark to the effect that she considered 
them both a pair of blabs. In the heated con- 
troversy which followed this, incidents were 
quoted by each disputant wherein enough had 

been said “‘to give everything away “ to me. 
Of course I failed to understand and must have 
lost: considerable caste with my family who, if 
they believed me still ignorant of their designs, 
must have regarded me as only partially baked. 
I had to hire a hack for the purchasing day and 
each dutiful daughter, with tears in her eyes, 
assured me that nothing but something special 
prevented them from insisting on my being 
of the party. Doors were slammed in my face 
and the most odious whispering took place in 
my presence and still I was obliged to maintain 
my innocence. I was asked if I would not like 
to have a “real lovely” waste paper basket for 
my study, one trimmed with red ribbons and 
lace to match the curtains and furniture, and 
still I was supposed to be in the dark. Inter- 
rogations as to whether I expected Santa 
Claus to do anything in my line were 
made, and when I sadly said that old Santa 
and I were not on speaking terms, a roar 
of laughter and many knowing looks 
flew around. As the day grew nigh 
the gunpowder-plot looks grew more Guy 
Fawkesy, giggling became more prevulent,and 
when the hysteria grew into an influenza, crie+ 
of ‘‘ now don’t go and te]l” were common, and 
I had either to leave the table or laugh. I 
could not have stood it another day, ard 
their mother wore herself out trying to 
hide her knowledge of designs they bad on 
her. We were not consulted, but on Christ- 
mas morning, oh deed of crowning deceit, | 
went into ecstacies over a waste-paper baske! 


_ big enough to hold a week’s wasbing. ora 


least two serial novels written by my indefat- 
igable friends, the country school teachers, In- 
side of it was a pint bottle of perfumery, ard 
necktie, a set of g-}d and diamond jewelry for 
my shirt (marked 25c), a rainbow silk handker- 
chief (reduced to 43c), an orange, three figs— 
one of the latter had probably been sampled, 
as a large semi-circular bite was missing from 
three-quarters of it—four chocolates, a tooth 
brush, a match safe and a pin cushion, out of 
which the sawdust was already exuding. |] 
went into spasms of surprise and delight—I 
guess I overdid it, for the eldest enquired if 1 
was really surprised, and I lied like an old liar 
convincing her that I had never on earth ex- 
pected such an assortment of works of art. 
Then I had 60 help their mother through witb 
her surprise, and 1 am exhausted by my share 
of the annual deception. 
oe 
ee 

Little girls love dolls, This time of year in-- 
Presses one enormously with this fact. The 
maternal instinct is alive in the child and it is 
predominant in youth as it is in maturity, 
when the mother will fight as fiercely for he 
young as the lioness wiil for her whelps. What 
do boys like? Hobby horses, gay accoutrements 
drums, bugles and ear-splitting whistles! 
Where is the fatherly instinct? There isnone! 
Nothing but a love of prancing and show and 
noise and those things which cause the young 
animal to be gazed at. 


e 
* es 
When the girl and boy grow older, is it not the 
same? The salad youth,as a rule, wants whiskers 
and livery rigs and hacks and cigarettes and 
fool companions who make a noise; the gir! 
unless she has been spoiled by the boy is at 
home attending to her knitting. Still Jater on 
it is the same, But as the difference is so 
early developed one realiy has to blame nature 
for some of it, The difference is there and we 
men have to make some sort of excuse for it. 
As Jenny Wren the doli’s dressmaker was 
wont to say: **I know their tricks and man 
ners,” and from babyhood up their “ tricks 
and manners” are just the same though in a 
different sphere. 
° 
.* @¢ 
I didn’t believe that a nine year old young- 
ster really took in the Santa Claus business 
till Christmas day. She lay awake all night 
with 4 raging toothache and never said a word 
nor called for help lest Santa Claus might 
think she was lying in wait for him and refuse 
tocall. Dear Old Christmas, good-bye to you ; 
I'm glad you only come once a year or I would 
become a confidence operator. Christmas num 
bers, Christmas trade, Chrisimas turkey, 
Christmas cramps, Christmas everything, I 
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Co., Proprietor. } 
treet West, 


am tired to death of you. Good-bye, and don’. 
let us hear the word again for a twelvemonth. 


* * 

The public have long known and Mayor 
Clarke cannot have been a stranger to the fact, 
that at such a critical time as the present it 
would be exceedingly undesirable to change 
the head of our civic administration. However 
there are many things which everybody knows 
and everybody feels, which need definite ex- 
pression before anyone is made “officially” 
aware of the existence of such a general 
knowledge or feeling. No matter how long a 
wife has loved a husband there is no 
time in that husband’s life, if he regards her 
love, that it is not acceptable to hear a state- 
ment of the fact and it is popularly believed 
that many husbands make an exceedingly 
great error in not more frequently giving voice 
to the affection they feel for their spouse. A 
man may live all his days and be highly 
esteemed by the community and unless some 
accident causes it or some thoughtful friend 


organizes an expression of opinion, this hon- 
ored citizen may go to his grave without ever 
having been assured that the people love and 
respect him. Employers -have faithful ser- 
vants, and they count on the loyalty and 
the industry of such servants as 80 settled 
and indisputable a fact that they never 
think of telling the ones who would 
be delighted to hear it, that they think 
well of thet: and would not for any or- 
dinary consideration permit them to bestow 
their services elsewhere. Vast numbers of 
employes have a sincere regard for the one 
who has long given them employment, but 
somehow it never occurs to them to say 80, 
because everyone feels it, because everyone 
knows it, and it therefore seems unnecessary 
that anyone should take the pains to state it 
tothe one who would be most interested in 
hearing it. Thus itis we go through life tak- 
ing too many things for granted and without 
telling our best friends how much we think of 
them, without informing our neighbors of the 
esteem in which we huld them, without letting 
it be known to those who have honorably and 
ably served us how much we prize their work 
and worth. The number of thoughtful people 
who endeavor to make life pleasant for thoxe 
for whom they care, Iam afraid is exceedingly 
small. And then again those who do take the 
trouble of overcoming the diffidence which 
everyone feels in taking charge for the moment 
of the expression of the community's feelings, 
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fear that their motives may be misconstrued, 
that the thoughtless and cynical may laugh at 
cnem, the ill-natured may endeavor to dis- 
tort their intention, that those who are 
envious not only of all who are esteemed, 
but of all the kindly ones who dare 
make that fact plain, will whisper and 


it, sprang from the ranks and was lifted into 
prominence by the hands of his fellow-work- 
men. Theconfidence ofthe workingmen Mayor 
Clarke has always possessed and continues to 
possess in an undiminished degree. His old 
friends and fellow-workmen feel so certain of 
his popularity that it seems unnecessary to 


snicker and conduct themselves as this class | express it, for honest men, who do not 


always do conduct themselves, as the dames of 
slander who infest society, as the marplots 





follow a “talking” profession, are apt to 
feel much more than they find it easy 


and disturbers always conduct themselves. | to put into words. They knew that the 


Remembering these admitted facts one can 


imagine the difficulty of the position occupied | 


by one who has been assured by the press that 
his services have been appreciated and the con. 
tinuance of them is esteemed to be a necessity, 
when no delegation or requisition embodying 
that sentiment in such a form that it could be 
answered, had presented itself. I am certain 
that the citizens of Toronto, excepting a very 
small and ill-natured minority, felt delighted 
when a body of influential men took the trouble 
of assuring Mayor Clarke that his services are 
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highly prized and they feel sure they are 
voicing the sentiments of their fellow citizens 
when asking him to be a candidate tor re-elec- 
tion. I venture to say that Mayor Clarke was 
not surprised, inasmuch as I am certain he was 
aware of the general desire. I am also quite 
positive that the deputation did not feel that 
they were telling any news, that they were 
simply acting as someone bas to act when such 
an idea has to be officially conveyed. The 
men who left their business to call upon 
Mayor Clarke in this matter were not busy 
bodies such as always hasten to convey 
news, but were men of large concerns who did 
not take the trouble they did without teeling 
that it was their duty todo so, and I am but 
one of the many whothank them for not hav- 
ing neglected what was at the same time every- 
body’s work and the particular task of no one. 


* se 

It is not pleasant after such a duty has been 
performed to see a newspaper of the wide cir- 
culation possessed by the Telegram hastening, 
not only to decry the errand, but to belittle the 
men, With a fondness for the “workingmen ” 
which the 7'elegram had never been suxpected 
ot possessing, it “ views with alarm” the fact 
that no mechanics or laborers were invited to 
accompany the delegation. If this was an in- 
tentional alight it would indeed be a serious 
one, even though it could not be charged to 
anyone but the deputation. Mayor Clarke, like 
many othera who are not ashamed to confess 


a 





Mayor had done nothing to forfeit public 
confidence while he had done much to entrench 
himself in it, and they deiicatelv, and no doubt 
intentionally, left it to those men who had op 
posed him, to present a petition for his con- 
tinuance in civic life. Except to a mind jaun- 
diced by jealousy and narrowed by self-seeking 
a deputation of his former opponents asking 
the Mayor to continue to serve the city was an 
unusually pleasant and profitable spectacle. 
When it is remembered that the majority of 
these very men were the allies of the Telegram 


From the lilustrated London News. 


in its campaign for mayoralty-candidate Rogers; 
when in fact Mr. E: as Rogers himself was a 
member of the depuration, the contemptible 
position of the psper in question becomes still 
more conspicuou-. Mr. Rogers with a gener 
osity which does credit to both -his heart and 


i his head, assured Mayor Cia:ke that if he had 


thought him so worthy of the position he would 
never have opposed him. Such an exbibition 
of manly large-heartedness is so rare, 80 
worthy of imitation that Mr. Rogers will 
alwa\s be remembered. The backbiting of the 
Telegram is certainly caused by a personal 
hatred somewhere concealed about the Tele- 
gram office which is both unjustifiable and dis- 
gusting. Two years ago the Jelegram felt, be- 
cause the workingmen, the Orangemen and 
the “ boys” were the backers of Mayor Clarke, 
that such support distinctly proved him to be 
unfit to be our chief executive. Now 
when the business men and former oppon- 
ents of Mr, Clarke have deciared their 
friendship it is shocked to believe but 
still insists on believing that to gain their 
friendship he must have sacrificed the interests 
of and betrayed his fealty to his old friends. It 
apparently dees not occur to the Telegram 
that a man may be esteemed by all classes. 
It is probably unacquainted with many men 
who are largely esteemed by any class, When 
Mr. Clarke was elected he was known to be an 
Orangeman and the editor of the Orange Sen 
tinel. The Roman Catholics had good reason 
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to suspect that if bigotry existed among 
Orangemen Mr. Clarke would be a bigot of 
the bigots. They have discovered that he is 
an honest and just mar, and their pleasant 
disappointment and candid appreciation of his 
character have made it quite apparent that in 
the coming campaign they will be his friends. 
The 7elegram believes that this is another ex- 
ample of Mr. Clarke’s apostasy. Js it our 
esteemed contemporary’s opinion that a man 
cannot be an Orangeman without being a bigot 
and a hater of papists? Is it convinced that 
the chief duty of our chief magistrate should 
be the originating and propagation of dist urb- 
ing sentiments? The mayor of a city has no 
more right to be un agitator and the kindler 
of party strife than the chief of police bas. 
How long would Toronto tolerate a chief 
of police who at public meetings or in 
private conversation played the yart cf an in- 
cendiary or peace-disturbing partisan, The 
only mistake Mayor Clarke made with regard 
to the anti-Jesuit agitation was his presence at 
the meeting. I personally believe that the 
anti-Jesuit agitation was a proper one, but I 
do not believe that the Mayor of our city had 
or has any right to take part in such agita- 
tions. It is a part of his duty to keep the 
peace and the keeping of the peace as between 
Protestants and Catholics in Toronto isnot an 
easy task. We would not like to see our 
judges engaged in political, racial or religious 
strife, neither should we ask the chief magis- 
trate of Toronto to allow himself or his name 
to be associated with any such matters. 
*- *« 

The sum of the whole matter is this: The 
Telegram has reviled and belittled Mayor Clarke 
without having done damage to his popularity 
or without having been able to besmear his 
reputation for ability, justice and integrity. 
Furious because of its tailure, unsupported by 
the consciousness of a good motive, convinced 
that the injury has been to itself instead of to 
the one it was anxious toruin, its utterances are 
now but the shrill scoldings of a fish wife 
whose rage increases as the amusement of her 
auditors becomes unconcealed and their con- 
tempt finds expression without even the :om- 
pliment of recognizing her presence or regard- 
ing her frenzy. 

os 

If Candidate McMillan were considered an 
able man, his honesty might hide his failings 
and carry him through, but he is not so con 
sidered. There are plenty of nice men who 
can't keep store. There are honest men galore 
who can’t keep from being robbed. Indeed 
there are numerous, good kindly souls who are 
honest as the sun and well loved by their 
neighbors who would be poverty stricken an 
hour after they struck a “hay-fork” agent. 
Because the public are aware of these peculi- 
arities of human nature, and not because they 
have anything against Ald. McMillan, Iam of 
the opinion that ‘* Honest John” is wasting his 
time unless he is simply running for exercise. 

7 .* 

Such ap arrogant assumption of authority by 
the hierarchy as has been made in the affairs of 
Separate Schools in Toronto, Peterborough 
and Ottawa has demonstrated, to the Protes- 
tant community at least, that the Roman 
Catholic archbishops and bishops do not recog- 
nize the right or ability of their laity to manage 
the Separate School system even upon lines laid 
down by the priesthood. Furthermore, it isa 
pretty plain hint that the same authorities 
have no belief in the capacity of their flock for 
self-government or the manageient ef any 
temporal affairs outside of the earning of suffi- 
cient money for bread and butter, raiment and 
shelter, together with that more or less in- 
voluntary contribution for the support of the 
Church. When we see the priests taking in 
band the entire management of Separate 
Schools and reducing the boards of trustees to 
the status of dummies we can fairly conceive 
how few political rights the hierarehy would 
permit the laity to possess if it were within 
their power to reduce them to the same level in 
politics asin religion and education. I cannot 
conceive how full grown men permit other men 
who are no better than themselves to assume 
a dictatorship degrading alike to the manhood 
and the mentality of those who are reduced 
to the condition of serfs. Nor can I conceive of 
those who have passed the mental condition 
where dolls and pley-houses and make-believes 
cease to give pleasure, permitting themselves 
to be Separate School trustees or voters at an 
election to fill such empty offices, knowing, as 
they must know, that they have no rights that 
the priests are bound to respect, no authority 
which cannot be upset by an ecclesiastical de- 
cree, no room to exercise their judgment, no 
courage to curb the aggression of those who 
evidently do not believe in free institutiors 
The recent pronunciamentos on this question 
leave no room fcr doubt that the priests not 
only believe they own the Separate Schools 
but the school rooms built with public money : 
and that any man who dares assert the con- 
trary is a heretic and marked for excommuni- 
cation. There was a time when the hierarchy 
telieved that parliaments were their puppets 
and laws their playthings. It is evident that 
that time is not yet past, though ecclesiastical 
power has declined, until now in free countries 
it dare not assert itself, except within the mys- 
tic circle of the church, There men have noright 
to opinions, no right toa voice in management, 
no right even to complain. It does not unduly 
stretch the imagination to conceive that the 

time is not far distant when Roman Catholics 
will throw off this yoke as they threw off the 
older and heavier yoke and demand a voice in 
all such concerns as are outside of direct spirit- 
val ministrations and the forgiveness of sins, 
The assumption of undue powers by the hier- 
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archy, the humiliating posture in which the 
admission of this authority must necessarily 


a place a member of the church will hasten the 
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day. It is not many years since the Puri- 
tans of New England were prone to put to 
1% death harmless old women who were sus- 
: pected of being witches. It will not be many 
years before religious witchcraft, the power to 
blast the soul and to wither the hope of future 
happiness with a word, will become as absurd 
é in the eyes of Roman Catholics as is the old New 
' England doctrine of witches and their uncanny 
; spells. Indeed one can scarcely believe while 
reading of such threats as the priests make, 
that this is the latter end of the nineteenth 
1 century instead of the beginning of the sev- 
enth, 


5 " * * 
rf Some months ago I remarked that Toronto 


Fe had reason to feel thankful that Bishop Cleary 
i of Kingston had not been appointed archbishop 
ei of this diocese. He is an indiscreet and violent 
Bs man who never fails to do injury to his cause 
} when he rushes into print, a thing of which he 
is very fond. The controversy with Mr. Mere- 
dith shows that itching to hurl bulls of excom- 
i munication at people who care less for his good 
opinion than they.do for that of their next 
door neighbor. He is a good sample of the pre- 
late necessary to awake Roman Catholicism in 
this country to a revolt against the superior 
airs and authorized by-heaven bombast which 
grows more absurd every year that the world 
grows older. The closing line of Bishop 
Cleary’s letter to Mr. Meredith in which he 
exclaims, ‘‘May God forgive William Mere- 
dith” is uttered in a tone to lead people to be- 
lieve that such forgiveness is impossible, that 
if Bishop Cleary had the granting of the pardon 
it would never be given. I reckon W. R. Mere- 
dith is not hungering for any intercession at 
the throne of grace from Bishop Cleary, and 
that any such gratuitous circumflexions are 
entirely wasted in the chancel of politics. 
= os 
The Citizens’ Association has decided not to 
interfere with the nomination or policy of 
aldermen. Probably they are induced to 
pursue this course by the fear of antagonizing 
the City Council of 1890. They may be right, 
but I fear that the moment they cease to be an 
aggressive body they will cease to be the factor 
they have been in the Esplanade matter. Com- 
promises and fears of hurting the feelings of 
aldermen have long enough ruled those who 
might have an influence in bettering our 
municipal condition. However, the Associa- 
tion probably knows what it is about, but I 
hope that a tender-fingered policy will not be 
adopted in treating with next year’s Council 
and the Railway Committee of the House of 
Commons. If it is, the game will be up and 
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Social and Personal. 





The Toronto season is generally considered as 
being divided into two halves, and New Year’s 
Day as the point which terminates the first 
half and commences the second. Next Wed- 
nesday, therefore, the curtain will fall on the 
first act of the season’s comedy, so that the pres- 
ent time is fitted toa few thoughts on what 
has occurred in the gay world and on what is 
likely to occur before the fast of Ash Wednes- 
Big .. day rings the curtain down again. Up tothe 

* present time, the frequent comparisons that 


: one hears made between this and recent sea- 
ie sons have been generally unfavorable to the 
i former, and it is undeniably true that although 
certain points have sparkled brightly, there 
has been no approach to the continued bril- 
liancy of the corresponding months in 1887. 
Again in 1888, although ina far lesser degree 
than the previous winter, balls, etc., were 
more frequent than during the last three 
months. A time, however, which has in- 
cluded one entertainment of almost un- 
equaled magnificence in the annal of the town, 
the several private balls of unusual splendor and 
more than one wedding of the highest impo t- 
ance, cannot be called uneventful. It is also 
probable that in no former similar space of time 
has there been so constant a succession of the 
right kind of attractions at the theaters, and so 
many musical events of importance. There 
seems to be a general feeling that the future 
promises well and that in the next two months 
- there will be an abundance of all kinds of 
gaiety. Undoubtedly in the week which will 
close the old year and open the new one, 
society will have as much to do as they can 
possibly get through. The Kendals for the 
; whole week, to be seen as often as possible 
in the theater and to be feted and entertained 
outside it; New Year’s Day, with its special 
functions of dinner-giving and calling, the last 
happily fast dying out; New Year's Eve when 


f numerous guests will applaud the hos- 
pitality of Colonel and Mrs, Sweny and 
their splendid house. These are but the 


more important events in prospect for 
next week. I would remind intending host- 
esses en passant that Easter is unusually early 
this year, so early that before February is 
ended Lent will have begun. 

* 


To-night at the Toronto Club Mr. Hume 
Blake is to be dined by a large company of his 
i friends. I shall have something to say about 

this event next week. 


ahi The present winter has seen but few of those 


small, but particularly pleasant dances, for 
which the guests are collected at short notice 
by telephone or message boy. Programmes 
are discarded, which alone goes far towards 
making the success of such affairs, and even 
gloves are not considered essential, although 
the latter omission has its decided dis. 
advantages. A marked example of such a suc. 
cess was the little dance given by Mr. and Mrs. 
Albert Nordheimer at Kenmore last week. 
The floor of Mr. Nordheimer’s music room is a 
dancing floor of long standing reputation. 
Both host and hostess are especially well- 
versed in the management of such an affair ; 
small wonder is it then that some forty guests 
prolonged a most enjoyable evening into hours 
which are said to be those of morning. Among 
those present were Mr. and Mrs. Edwards, 
Mrs. Meyrick Bankes, Miss Benson of Port 

; Hope, Mr. Benjamin Cronyn, Mr. Pauw, Miss 
i Parsons, the Messrs. Boulton, Miss Heward, 
j Mr. Shanly, Mr. Goldingham, the Messrs. Ross, 
and Mr, Wilkie. 
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Miss Arkwright of New York is staying 


with friends on Simcoe street. 


Miss Small of Murray street has returned 


from a visit to New York. 


€°@ 


The Messrs. Benson of Victoria, B. C., have 
gentlemen !eft 


this week for Nova Scotix, whence they will 


been staying in town. These 


shortly sail for England. 
* 


Major and Mrs. Delamere of London, Eng., 
have been spending a few days here, on their 
way to the West, where the Major talks of 


ranching. 


* 
Mr. Herbert Standish of Clifton, Eng., has 


been staying with friends on John street. 


There is talk of a dance at the Academy of 
A popular hostess 
of Simcoe street will be the originator of this 


Music at a very short date. 


new venture. 
* 


Mr. Edin Heward, the honorary secretary of 
the Toronto Sleighing Club for the current 
year, has been. attending to its business and 
A fall of snow will find the club fully 
prepared, but of that there seems no immedi- 
People are still yachting and 
riding, and even thinking of tennis on cinder 
courts, while there is a report that one of our 
jeunesse doree has actually moved across to his 


finances. 


ate prospect. 




































summer residence on the Island. 
- 


men will meet its full reward. 
* 


town last week. w 


Hon. R. W. Scott of 
spending a few days here. 
* 


staying with Mr. Aimilius Irving, Q. C. 


at the British Columbian bar. 


Dorchester, England. 


States. 


son, at Chesnut Park. 
a 


guest of Mrs. James Crowther, Bloor street. 
* 


on Januarv 3. 


ment and excellent taste in every detail. 
* 


December 21. 
hostess by her daughters, 


velvet. 


to greet and accommodate all. 


Miss Cayley. 


of her. 


last Saturday. 


India. 


and yet they sincerely regret his departure. 


Home to her friends Saturday last. 
those who were present were: 


Mrs. C. Riordan, Mr. and Miss Hoskins, Mrs. 
Armour, Mr. and Mrs. Scarth, Mrs, Brouse, 
Mrs, G. Duggan, Mr. and Mrs. Herschfelder, 
Miss Michie, Messrs, Rutherford, Misses Arm- 
strong, Miss Wadsworth, Mr. and Mrs. James 
Crowther, Miss Skeaf, Mrs. Spragge, Mr. D. 
MeMurchy, Mr. W. aud Miss Harte, Mr. and 
Mrs. McFarlane, Mrs. and Miss Gooderham, 
Miss Edith Macfarlane, Capt. and Miss Gibson, 
Miss May Walker, Mrs, Prince, Mrs. Bright, 
Mre, B. Anderson, the Misses Denison, Miss 
Gray, Mr. E. McCrae. A. 


Mrs. J. Fuller. College avenue, gave a very 
delightful At Home on Saturday afternoon 
last. 


Mrs. Sweny gave a young people’s danze on 
Thursday evening, and will welcome her 
many friends at a large party on the evening 
of Tuesday, December 31. 


Mrs. Wood of Bloor street will entertain a 
number of young people at a little dance on 
New Year's night. 


Cards are out for a dance at the residence of 
Mrs. Henderson of Rosedale on December 31, 


Mrs, Jacobi of Avenue road gave a musical 
At Home on Thursday evening. 


Miss Cochran of Rochester is the guest of 
Mrs, Henry Duggan of Wilcox street. 
* 


AtSt. George's Church, Harriston, alarge num- 
ber of fashionable people assembled on Tues- 
day morning to the marriage of Capt. Fred 
Manley, the popular Adjutant of the 10th 
Royal Grenadiers, and Mrs. Gordon of that 
town. The ceremony was performed by Rev. 
Rural Dean Belt, M. A., and Rev. A. Bonny of 
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The energetic officers of the Grenadiers are 
trying to secure Charles Wyndham and his 
company for their annual theatrical fete. If 
the prince of English comedians is brought here 
by their efforts, the enterprise of these gentle- 


Mr. R. Wilson of Harrowgate, Eng., was in 


Ottawa has been 


Mr. P. Zmilius Irving of Victoria, B. C., is 
The 


former gentleman occupies a prominent position 


Among the distinguished visitors of the 
past week have been Mr. Bodley, M. P., of 
London, England, and Mr. George Foster of 


Miss Meredith of Beverley street has returned 
to town from a visit of some weeks to the 


Mr. and Mrs. W. M. Macpherson of Quebec 
are the guests of Sir David and Lady Macpher- 


Miss Madeline Fraser of Cobourg is the 


Mrs. Hoskins of Murray street gives a dance 
Mrs. Hoskins is a perfect 
hostess, and her guests may rightly anticipate 
a delightful time, with the best of manage- 


Mrs. Nanton of Jarvis street welcomeda large 
number of friends at afternoon tea, on Saturday, 
She was assisted in her duties as 
Miss Nanton was 
dressed in black satin,while Miss Dollie Nanton 
wore a crimson gown trimmed with cri uson 
A noticeable feature of this pleasant 
reception was the freedom from over-crowding. 
Though so many guests were welcomed, they 
were almost constantly coming and going, 
leaving the hostess and her pretty rooms free 
Among those 
present were: Mrs. and the Misses Meredith, 
Mrs. Ridout, Mr. and Miss Parker, Miss Par- 
sons, Mrs. Cosby, Mr. and Mrs, A. McLean, 
Mr. and Mrs. James Crowther, Mrs. Allan, 
Mrs. French, Miss Thorburn, Mrs. Hoskins and 
Mrs. Nanton has been in ™ourn- 
ing for a length of time and previous to that 
was abroad, so that society has seen but little 
Her many friends welcome her re- 
appearance, and whisper that she has lost none 
of her ability for entertaining, which was 
evinced by her success in the role of hostess 


Mr. Herbert Nanton, who has been home on 
sick leave, will shortly rejoin his regiment in 
Mr. Nanton’s friends are willing to ad- 
mit that they are glad le is restored to health, 


Mrs. Henry Duggan, Wilcox street, was At 
Among 
Misses Ruther- 
ford, Mrs. Henry Moffatt, Mrs. H. Armstrong, 


cashmere; Mrs, Ballard, 


Palmerston. Dr. Davidson of Toronto officiated 
as groomsman. The bride was supported by 
Miss Hood of this city. Miss Bessie Henley 
and Miss Gertrude Patmore and Masters L. 
and J. Irvine assisted the bride and groom re- 
spectively. The bride was given away by her 
brother, Mr. Josoph Fisher. The church was 
handsomely decorated. About fifty guests 
partook of the wedding breakfast at the resi- 
dence of Mr, Alex, Irvine, after which Capt. 
Manley and his bride started on their wedding 
tour through the Western States. 


. 

The engagement is announced of Surgeon- 
Major Keefe of Her Majesty’s Bengal Army 
and Miss Wilks, daughter of Matthew Wilks 
of Cruickston Park near Galt. Mr. Keefer is a 
Canadian by birth and belongs to the family 
of well-known engineers. After graduat 
ing at two of our Canadian universities, 
Toronto and McGill, he was successful at 
a competitive examination in England in 
winning his commission in the Imperial Army 
and has served for more than fifteen years 
in India, during which time he has seen a great 
deal of field service. On referring tothe Army 
List I fiud that he took part in seven different 
campaigns in India and Egypt, for which service 
he has been decorated with five medals and 
four clasps. He has spent a good deal of his fur- 
lough in Canada andis known to many members 
of our Toronto society. Miss Wilks is better 
known in New York then in Toronto, her par- 
ents having originally resided in the former 
city, but of late years Mr. Wilks, having pur- 
chased a beautiful property on the banks of 


home, continually adding to and embellishing 
the house, and extending and laying out the 
grounds till at the present day Cruickston Park 
is one of the handsomest residential estates in 
the Dominion. 


The Attorney-General of Ontario and Mrs. 
Mowat entertained a select party at dinner at 
their handsome residence on S:s. George street 
on Monday evening, December 23. Among 
those present were: Chief Justice Sir Thomas 
Galt, Justice Burton of the Court of Appeal, 
Justice Burbidge of the Exchequer Court, 
Sheriff Widdifield, Col. Gilmour, Clerk L. A, 
Sheriff Mowat, Dr. McMichael, Q.C., B. B. 
Osler, Q.C., Chas. Moss, Q.C., and Mr. Dalton, 
Master in Chancery. The dinner was a most 
enjoyable one in every respect. 


On Christmas eve the proprietor of the 
-Arlington Hotel gave a Christmas entertain- 
ment to his guests and some outsiders, The 
prcgramme consisted of a Christmas tree, 
music and dancing. The guests were warmly 
welcomed and enjoyed themselves thoroughly. 

e 


The managers of the Children’s Fresh Air 
Fund are not ceasing from their good work 
during the winter. On Christmas eve nearly 
two thousand children were fed and enter- 
cained by them at Shaftesbury Hall. The en- 
joyment of the guests was of the most hilari- 
ous kind, but they were all made happy and 
that was the object. 








Out of Town. 





HAMILTON, 


On Friday evening, December 20, one of the 
most brilliant social gatherings of the season 
was held in the Armory and was attended by 
the elite of the city as well as numbers from a 
distance. The interior of the building was 
handsomely decorated, the decorations being 
under the supervision of Mr. James Balfour. 
The hall presented a very attractive appear- 
ance, being one blaze of light and color. The 
variegated regalias of the Masonic fraternity 
and the handsome costumes of the ladies made 
a sight which will be long remembered by 
those who had the privilege of witnessing the 
first quadrille; there were nearly forty sets on 
the tloorsat that time. The music for the 
evening was supplied by the full band of the 
Thirteenth Battalion. 

The supper was excellent in every particular, 

The stewards were Messrs. K. Bethune, J. 
Cameron, J. Ferres, R. Hobson, F. J. Howell, 
H. N. Kittson, S. H. Kent, T. W. Lester, J. M. 
Little, J. A. Lochhead, J. J. Mason, J. Malloy, 
Geo. E. Martin, S C. Mewburn, J. W. Millard, 
C. W. Mulligan, John Stewart, J. N. Waddell, 
F. L. Wanzer, A. Zimmerman. The following 
are the gentlemen whocom posed the committee 
of the event: Mr. P. D, Carse, chairman ; Mr. 
W. G. Townsend, secretary ; and Messrs. James 
Ferres, Robert Hobson, George E. Mason, T. 
W. Lester, J. W. Millard, J. H. Herring, W. 
Birrell, W. J. Aitchison, H.'s. Wallace, S. H. 
Kent, H. N. Kittson, S. C. Mewburn, P. E. 
Fitzpatrick, James Balfour and James Dixon, 

Jaen Soe present were: Mr. and Mrs. 
James lfour, Mr. R. R. Rruce, Mr. and 
Mrs. B. E. Charlton, Mayor and Mrs. Doran, 
Mr. A. R. Gates, Mr. H. G. Gates, Mr. Geo, 
E. Gates, Mr. A. Harvey, Capt. and Mrs. J. S, 
Hendrie, Mr. W. Hendrie, Mr. W. Hendrie, 
jr.. Mrs. Hendrie, Miss Hendrie, Miss Annie 
Hendrie, Mr. F. E. Kilvert, Mr. J. J. Mason, 
Mrs. Mason, Major and Mrs, Moore, F. Mac- 
kelcan. Q C., and Mrs. Mackelcan, Ald. McLel- 
Jan and Mrs. McLellan, H. B. and Miss McGiv- 
erin, Baron Rosenstadt, C. R. Smith, John and 
Mrs. Stewart, J. J. and Mrs. Stewart, Hugh 
and Mrs. Skinner, B. B. and Mrs. attener, 
R. Waddell, Capt. and Miss Zealand, A. and 
Miss Zimmerman, Frank and Mrs, Wanzer, 
Miss M. Atkinson of Dundas, R. B. Burt, 
L.D.S , of Collingwood, Miss Black of Winni- 
peg, Frank and Mrs. Barber of Georgetown, 
Mr. and Mrs, Braithwaite of Calgary, N.W.'., 
T. H. Carey of Montreal, Miss Caldron of Dun- 
kirk, N.Y.,A. F. and Mrs, Pirie of Dundas, 
Dr. Cummings of New York, Mrs, Herald of 
Dundas, Miss Herod of Guelph, M. W. Holzer 
of New York, J. and Mrs, Jacks of Toronto, 
Mrs. R. L, Kelly of Dakota, W. E. S. Knowles 
of Dundas, A. L. and Mrs, Pauline Lay of 
Olean, N.Y., Miss Leslie Prescott, Miss 
Mitchell of Brantford, Miss Jennie McDermid, 
Miss McInnes and Miss Nichol of Toronto, Miss 
N. F. Reid of Galt, Miss Stewart of George- 
town, Mrs. 'aylor of Toronto, R. T, Walkem of 
Kingston, Mrs. P, Wood of Brantford, Mrs, 
Wyatt of Toronto, Miss Stevenson of Kingston, 
Dr. and Mrs. Hull of Lynden, Mr. and Mrs. 
Stratford of Brantford, Mr. and Mrs. Mor- 
— < nee, a oe of Montreal, Mr. 
an rs. Hanson o ndon, Mr, A. B - 
vos of Forontes oe 

mong the many handsome costumes I 
noticed : Mrs, I’. H. Husband, crushed satraw- 
berry silk, puffed sleeves, round bodice 
trimmed with light brocade; Mrs. Wm. 
Gillespie, white silk, pearl embroidered 
front; Miss Hood, cream satin; Mes. 
Kenny, biack satin, jet trimmings, and 
flowers; Miss Dunlop, sage green satin 
and tulle, bead ornaments; Miss Lottridge, 
white silk, jet ornaments; Mrs. Wm. Carey, 
black tulle; Miss Katie Leggat, pink silk, 
tulle, ribbon, and feather gtrimming; Mrs. 
A. Pirie of Dundas, ashes of roses satin 
merveilleux, gold applique front, court train ; 
Mrs. T. Baines, pale pink satin merveilleux, 
with cream gold applique front; Mrs. W. R. 
Davis, white watered silk; Mrs. Kelk, cinna- 
mon and golden brown silk, steel trimming, 
amber ornaments; Miss humacher, cream 
rench gray satin, 
plush trimming, diamond ornaments ; Miss A, 


the Grand river, has made it his summer’ 


Taylor, ir satin, pearl ornaments; Miss 
Simms of Chicago, black silk, lace overdress, 
silver ornaments; Mrs Noblett, black silk, 
et ornaments; Miss Hortense Davis, gas- 


ight green and pink silk with tulle 
and pompoms, diamond ornaments; Mrs. 
Climie, pink silk draped with crepe du 


chine, cream fringe trimmings, ornaments, dia- 
monds and pearls; Miss Grea Anderson, rose- 
ink satin and tulle, ornaments, diamonds; 
Miss Moodie, cream silk, pink ribbons and 
flowers; Mrs. S. H. Kent, black silk, fish-net 
overdress; Mrs, Josephine Morden, of Ridge- 
town, mauve silk and tulle, pearls and flowers ; 
Mrs, A. Moore, black merveilleux en train, 
lace overdress, jet ornaments and _ black 
feathers; Missa Fuller, pink satin, looped with 


roses; Mrs. G. Thompson, muslin, embroid- 
ered in yellow; Miss Laura Morden, black 
satin and lace, vellow roses and diamond o:na- 


ments; Miss E. Tavlor, black lace and_ satin, 
yellow flowers and diamonds; Mrs. E. Jarvis, 
cream moire with pea green trimmings; Mrs. 
P. O. McKay, black silk velvet en traine, canar: 

satin front and cream feathers; Miss David- 
son, orange china silk and fringe; Mrs. Mc- 
Dennis of Toronto, cream faille and pearls ; 
Miss Jessie McDennis, heliotrope surah, black 
corded front and diamonds; Miss Black, black 
silk, net trimmings and diamond ornaments; 
Miss Cook, black gros grain ; Mrs. John Malloy, 
vorn color merveilleux with black lace over- 
dress, ornaments rubies; Miss Malloy, cream 
faille with pearls and roses; Mrs. Murton, 
black lace, ornaments diamonds; Mrs. Allan of 
Brockville, gray net dress trimmed with pink 
roses, ornaments diamonds; Mrs, William 
Hendrie, yellow brocade duchesse lace; Miss 
Hendrie, gray tulle, watered silk bodice; Miss 
Annie Hendrie, white tulle, watered silk bodice 
and flowers; Mrs. John S. Hendrie, pink silk 
trimmed with flowers; Mrs. R. S. Kelly of 
Pierre, South Dakota, black gros grain silk 
net trimmings, garnets; Mrs. Braithwaite of 
Calgary, N. W. T., heliotrope moire, white net 
and silver trimmings; Mrs. J. J. Mason, black 
moire and lace, jet ornameats; Mrs. Robertson. 
black velvet and ornaments; Mrs. Allardier, 
white silk and moire, ornaments of pearl ; Mrs. 
Thomas McBride, black satin; Mrs. Garland, 
black lace and satin; Miss Bartmann, cream 
Henrietta cloth and ribbon trimmings; Mrs. 
Gartshore, ruby velvet and pink moire, orna- 
ments of turquoise; Miss Gartshore, white 
moire and silk crepe, ornaments of gold; Mrs. 
B. E. Charlton, mahogany velvet and satin 
with steel trimmings, drapery of corn- 
colored satin and diamond ornaments; Mrs. 
R. B. Skinner, biack lace and ornaments; Miss 
Maggie Hobson, amber satin and flowers ; Miss 
Jeannie Hobson, black tulle and pink roses; 
Mrs. Charles E. Morgan, black velvet; Mrs. 
Frank Mackelcan, yellow watered silk, with 
crepe de chine, ornaments, diamonds and 
pearls; Miss Billings, blue faille, white bro- 
cade; Mrs. Fenwick, black satin merveilleux, 
jet trimming; Mrs, Howell, cream satin mer- 
veilleux, ornaments, feathers and pearls; Mrs. 
Fralick, brown watered silk. pink crepe de 


chine, ornaments, feathers; Mrs. F. John- 
son, black surah. silk and et; Mrs. 
Heming, black moire and velvet white 


duchesse Jace ; Miss Widger, black fish net and 
yellow trimmings ; Miss Studdart, white silk 
gauze with ribbon trimmings; Mrs, Little, 
black velvet and satin merveilleux, diamonds 
and gold trimmings; Mrs. Hugh Skinner, black 
moire bodice and chantilly lace skirt; Mrs. 
Frank Mills, black silk and tulle ; Miss Dunlop, 
olive green tulie and velvet bodice ; Miss Cum- 
mings, white silk; Mrs. Henry Fuller, helio- 
trope satin and tulle; Miss Lottridge, white 
silk and silver brocade; Miss Walker, 
Greek robe of white cashmere and gold; 
Miss Morgan, pale yellow satin; Miss Springer, 
black crepe; Mrs. Gardiner, cadet-blue silk 
with tulle and steel trimmings; Miss Doran, 
white silk; Miss Smith; ivy-green silk; Mrs. 
Robert McKay, black velvet and lemon tulle ; 
Miss Pauline , blue satin; Miss L. Shrader, 
black Jace; Mrs. N. J. McPherson, white silk 
aud crimson velvet; Mrs. Rennie, ge tulle 
and steel; Mrs. Wood, black lace; Mrs. Ross 
Wilson, pale blue satin; Mrs. Mulligan, cream 
brocade; Mrs. A. C. Beasley, black lace ; Miss 
Davidson, yellow satin, cream sa‘in, and white 
and silver gauze; Miss Roe, black lace and 
corn-flowers ; Miss Mabel Roe, black lace and 
old-rose ribbons ; Miss Young, black lace and 
apple-green silk. 
BARRIE. 


The invitations are out for the ball given by 
the Barrie bachelors on January 8, in the Town 
Hall, at 8.30 o'clock. Quite a number out of 
town have received cards. This event promises 
to be a grand success, The lady patronesses 

; are Lady Kortright, Mrs. Pepler, Mrs. Andros, 

, Mrs. D'Alton McCarthy, Mrs. Dickinson, Mrs. 
Spotton, Mrs. Cotter, Mrs. J. C. Morgan, Mrs. 
Schreiber. Honorary secretary, Mr. G. H. 
Esten, and steward-, Messrs. I. Baker, R. C. 
Gilletr, H. H. McVittie, H. A. Kortright, LL. G. 
McCarthy, W. Campbell, G. Fraser, F. G. Mor- 
ton and A. W. Giles. 

_It is rumored that the Thespians will give 
tae play which they have been rehearsing for 
some time, on January 2 and 3, in the Town 
Hall. They will be sure to be greeted by an 
appreciative audience as on previous occasions. 

veral ladies and gentlemen here have re- 
ceived invitations to the ball given by the 
Avrora bachelors. It is likely that a number 
wil avail themselves of this pleasure on 
January 1. 

Mr. and Mrs. R. Barwick and child of Toronto 
s ca nes with Mrs. Cotter of Rock 

orest, 

Mr. and Mrs, F. E. B, Johnson and child of 
Toronto were visiting at Mrs. Schreiber's of the 
Boulders, Allandale. 

Messrs. R. H. Mason, E. R. Morton, Geo. 
Crease and C. Bird, who have been attending 
eee Setioal School in Toronto, are home for a 

oliday. 

Mr. Percy Kortright is home from St. Cath- 
arines for vacation. 

Misses R. McCarthy, F. Henderson and B. 
Dyment have returned for Christmas, from 
Toronto. r 
aa Jessie Forsyth is visiting friends in the 
city. 

Mr. T. Norman spent last Sunday in Toronto. 

Mr. and Mrs. J. H. McKeggie were in Toronto 
for a few days recently. 

Mrs. L. Mercer and child have been visiting 
relatives in Niagara. 

Mr. Wray of Hamilton, was the guest of Mrs, 
D. Spry this week. ~ 

Mr. J. Coffee of the Bank of Toronto spent 
Christmas day in the city. OcULAIRE, 


BELLEVILLE, 


Miss Tillie Carman, the Misses Corby, daugh- 
ters of H. Corby, M. P., the Misses Ethelind 
Thomas; Mabel Burdette, and Ada Lingham 
are home from school for the holiday season, 
also Messrs. T. Kelso, ogee Dickson, Harry 
Biggar and Frank Wallbridge. 

Mr. J. H. Simpson, barrister, spent Monday 
in Toronto. 

Cards of invitation are out for a large party 
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CIGARETTES 
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The Finest Turkish Cigarettes 


IN THE MARKET, 


TRY THEM 





ide. 
ickson, Q. C., who was taken seri- 

ously ill in Toronto, is improving, and Mrs, 
Dickson has returned home. 
__ Mr, Lewis ne of St. Paul, Minn., 
Mr. Herbert Hulme of Toronto, Mr. H. Parker 
Molsons Bank, Morrisourgh, Mr. Lionel 
Parker of St. Paul, Minv., Mr, J. Tannahill of 
Toronto, Mr. Lingham, Mr. A. Coleman of 
Montreal, and Dr. A. Eiliott are all in town for 
Christmas. 

‘Mr, Fred Strong, Merchants’ Bank, Winni 
peg, is here on interesting business, 

St. Thomas’ Church and Christ Church have 
added surpliced choirs to their other Christmas 
attractions. 

Campbell and Gavin Wallbridge and N. C. 
Cole, Toronto, are spending Christmas wit 
their relatives here. 


on beta | evening, December 26, at Mre. 
Elliott's, = 8: 





New Music 


All the Year Round Lancers—Nellie 8. Smith..:...... 500 
Toreador Waltz—T. P. Ro le...........-eececeeeeeees 500 
When the Lights are Low Waltz—-Theo. Bonheur..... 600 
The Sailors’ Dance, Fb and F—J. L. Molloy........... 500 
When the Lights are Low, F, G, Ab, Bo—G. M. Lane.. 500 
Off to Philade!phia (humorous), baritone—B. Haynes.. 600 


Of all Music Dealers or mailed free on receipt of marked 
. price by 


Anglo-Canadian Music Publishers’ Association, 
13 Richmond Street West, Toronto. 


The libretto of Gilbert & Sullivan’s new opera ‘‘The 
Gondoliers,” is now ready. 


DIAMOND RINGS---SPECIAL PRICES 


$12, $14, $'6, $18 
and $20 





There rings are 14 karat gold, 
single stones, white and very 
brilliant. Cut a paper the size 
of your finger and send with 
your order. The above prices 
for the next two weeks only. 





” 


E. BEETON, High Grade Watch Specialist 
Opp. Post Office, Toronto 


WINTER RATES 


NOW IN FORCE FOR ALL 


Trans-Atlantie and Southern Passages 





BARLOW CUMBERLAND, 72 Yonge 8t., Toronto. 


PULL DRESS SHIRTS 


Gentlemen requiring a full dress ehirt and not having 
time to order, can always find a full asssortment of sizes 
with us. We carry in stock at $1.50, $1.75, $2 and $2.26 
each, and can recommend the fit and excellent laundry 
work, the latter we pay special attention to. 


Fawke’s White and Lavender Kid Gloves 


Also 





In various styles. 


White and Colored Evening Bows, Ties, Ete, 


All the very latest novelties in 


English and American Collars and Cuffs 


In stock. 


WHEATON & CO. 


17 King St. West, cor. Jordan 


REOOGNIED STANDARD BRANDS 


CIGARS 


MUNGO... 
ce sa 
EL PADRE - - 


AND 


MADRE E HIJO 10 & I6c. 


THE BEST VALUE. 
THE SAFEST SMOKE; 
THE MOST RELIABLE. 


The Purest of the Pure, 


NO CHEMICALS. 
NO ARTIFICIAL FLAVORING. 
THE BEST VALUE. 
Miss M. MORRISON 


41 KING STREET WEST 


Having now returned from New York, is pre 
a large and choice assortment a 


MILLINERY NOVELTIES, 
NEW VEILINGS, Ete. 


Special attention has been given to the Dressmaking 
Department, which is complete with a select stock of 
Dress Goods and Drese Trimmings. 


MISSES E. & H. JOHNSTON 


122 KING STREET WEST, 


OPPOSITE THE ROSSIN HOUSE, 


_ 


Mise Johnston has returned from Paris, 
York with a full line of 


Novelty Dress Goods and Trimmings 
DISPLAY OF 
PATTERN HATS AND BONNETS 
These goods are now being opened. 
THE ar DIAMUND 





6c. 
6c. 
10c. 


London and New 


in Canada price 

which includes handsome box saa’ 
dress J. FRED ‘WOLTZ, Diamond 
Broker, 41 Co! Toronto, 
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Fashion Chatter. 


_ Dear MOLuiiz,—Christmas is over, past and 
gone. We've discussed turkey and been 
amused, in many instances, by the odd child- 
questions regarding dear old Saint Nicholas, 

Now just as soon as the holidays are over we 
will turn our thoughts to summer, and dream 
of yachting suits and tennis shoes—in the 
feminine gender. 

I do hope that full skirts and round waists 
and large sleeves will continue to live in the 
hearts of womankind. They are so artistic, so 
comfortable and so simple. Their quaintness 
and the almost invariable suggestion of grand- 
mother’s girlhood add to their many other 
reasons for being. 

This morning a man, actually a man—one of 
those beings who are supposed to look upon 
fashions (in women’s dress) as something too 
frivolous for contemplation—called my atten- 
tion to the fact that the German empress had 
appeared at a court ball with her hair dressed 
a la Gretchen in two long hanging braids, and 
that possibly this fact would.affect the style of 
coiffure all over the world. 

How I wish it would! Wouldn’t it be de- 
lightful, Mollie, to shake two braids behind us, 





everytime we said no? Just think of two nice 
long plaits with a curl on the ends. Oh, dear! 


It must be nice to be a German empress and 
dress one’s hair a la pigtail, if one so desires! 
A pretty gold bangle is formed of the letters 
MDCCCLXXXIX, fastened together. At least 
if you have one made this week or next, before 
January 1, it will bear those letters, if not I 

expect it must be 1890, 

They are very pretty, and, too, very fashion- 
able, for just at present Dame Fashion fancies 
“freaks; and the most original piece of jewelry 
will gain a smile from her, nowadays. 

Sometimes instead of the Roman numerals 
the letters of one’s name are used, and that 
fashion is carried out, as I think I mentioned 
some time ago, in lace pins. 

The styles in mantles remain nearly the 
same as the autumn ones, for the protracted 
mild weather favors that very excusable 
fashion of wearing light coats. 

My theory is, and always has been, that 
many women carry too much clothing to be 
able to keep warm by exercise. A woman 
who pants and puffs in a hurried walk, is 
either decidedly in need of medical aid, or 
weighed down with unnecessary wearing 
apparel, 

Feathers and fur—fur and feathers. The in- 
version is the only way to speak in a different 
way of the fashfonable trimmings. They are 
so pretty too—soft dark furs, and curling 
plumes. 

Fancy work will have a wee rest now. The 
fingers which have been so very busy of late 
will idle a little, while the rips in gloves and 
the frills for the dresses will receive their 
measure of attention. 

A fashion, convenient, economical and dainty 
in its neatness, is the wearing of pretty deli- 
cately-tinted silk mittens over the light even- 
ing gloves on the journey to and from theater 
or ball-room. One touch of a dark cloak will 
leave asombre shade on the pale gloves and 
then—beauty has gone from them. 

The bodices of wedding-gowns are made, by a 
fashionable London dressmaker, of kid. Fancy 
the delight of being sure—quite sure—that one’s 
dress fits * like a glove.” 

The experiment, if proving entirely successful, 
will, no doubt, end in our wearing kid dress 
waists, with empire skirts and full sleeves of 
silk, satin or woolen goods. Think, Mollie, of 
wearing a black kid basque, and having some 
one go over us with glycerine, or shoe polish, to 
conceal the ravages of time or raindrops. 

A ball dress which attracted a great deal of 
attention at a recent festive gathering was of 
brownish green and yellow tulle, trimmed with 
pale yellow roses and their leaves of brownish- 
green. The effect was very, very good, the 
tints blending with the artistic truthfulness of 
nature, and making the brown-haired wearer a 
center of attraction. 

Leather shopping bags are being carried 
again by a larger number than have dared to 
use them of late. They are so convenient, and 
willcarry with so good a grace all the little 
requisites, that it does seem a kind wind that 
blows them again into popular favor. 

Etching in tancy work, etchings in frames, 
pretty oxydized frames, and etching on gold 
and silver are—shall I say—the rage. 

Favorite quotations, too, have much favor 
in the decorating of Mademoiselle’s trinkets. 
They dangle from her chatelaine, quaintly 
carved on bon-bon box, or scissors shield ; they 
preach at one from her calendar; they shine on 
their gold background on her dainty wrists or 
gleam from her throat. Verily the girl of to- 
day repeats sage sayings enough to make her 
wise, kind, truthful, charitable and loving, if it 
only might be that she “hid them in her 
heart.” Your sincere friend, 

Cire CAREW. 





Church Talks. 


Elm street church held a small gathering on 
& recent Sunday morning, a state of affairs 
which is a little unusual. There were, how- 
ever, strong attractions elsewhere, and many 
of the accustomed faces were absent. 

The church itself gives one a feeling of wel- 
come. It is comfortable and substantial in its 
furnishing, while the music is exceedingly 
good, Rev. Mr. Sutherland’s discourse on this 
occasion was on Job's manifold troubles. I've 
always liked to think of Job. I admire his 
resolution and his unwavering faith; and 
somehow I have even taken a grim satisfaction 
in reading of his friends, They seem so really- 
friends ; and I fall to thinking that friendship 
runs, very often, in the old beaten track. 
Somehow the same traits of character will 
show themselves in our century, and the iden- 
tical snowball style of comfort is hurled at 
misery nowadays. The man or woman who 
says, “I told you so,” should be imprisoned 
and fed on cold potatoes for a month or so, and 
then given a chance to settle a friendship on a 
better basis and not reprove misfortune. 

Mr. Sutherland made one point which I liked 
exceedingly well. He said that Job's friends 
were afraid to sympathize thoroughly with 
him leat they should appear to reproach God 
who had allowed the sorrow to come upon him. 
That feeling he said was a grand mistake. 




























People should not fancy that God couldn’t take 
care of himself, and that he needed human aid 
to sustain his reputation for justice. 

T looked about me and recognized thought- 
fulness and interest on almost every face. 

A sober-visaged man with a grizzled beard 
and humid brown eyes, sat with tilted chin and 
folded arms. His look of rapt attention 
assured me that there was something especi- 
ally for him in that word-painted life of the 
patient man. 

Near him was a lad of probably fourteen 
years. His smooth boyish face showed nothing 
beyond interest, for there were no lines, no 
shadows, no gray hairs to mark the march of 
care and time, 

An old lady richly dressed and wearing dark 
glossy furs listened with evident pleasure to 
the earnest words. When, in a prayer, the 
minister had petitioned for the bereaved, the 
suffering and the destitute, a tear slipped out 
from behind her half-closed eyelid, and trickled 
down her seamed and ivory tinted face. 

Business men with furrows on their brows 
and around their eyes and mouths, heard the 
story of Job with varying degrees of attention. 

Young girls there were too, some simply 
dressed, some in costly gowns. Many with 
bright carefree faces, listened half-wearily, 
and the more thoughtful, with signs of awak- 
ened interest, 

As my eyes roved among the worshippers, I 
could not help feeling that the lesson was going 
home. The tale of suffering and wretchedness, 
met with such heroic faith, called out shame 
with her crimson battalions, and with flushed 
cheeks we thought with self reproach of the 
little troubles we had quailed at, and were 
humiliated at our weakness. 

The old lesson of faith is a hard one to learn. 

Without faith in God's Providence we cry 
with the pain of our stumbles, and say n> one 
cares for us—God has forgotten us. With it 
we accept sorrow. Werise above it and bear 
it, not as a curse, but as a lesson. The very 
sunbeams shone more brightly as we compared 
our lives with Job's. 

They danced through the colored glass, and 
flashed across the upturned faces, trembled 
and fled. 

A flood ot yellow light streamed upon the 
white head of an old man; then passing, rested 
& moment on a crepe bonnet. | 

I followed the lightsome sprite and watched it 
paint the sombre hues till they partook of its 
mellow brightness. Just then it pleased me. 
The sunbeam represented to my mind nothing 
so much asthe faith which changes the dark 
place and cares of life into, at least, t wilight and 
bearable burdens, 

I followed it into a corner, and then the 
church itself claimed my attention. 

How different churches are, to be sure ! 

In some one feels as if ice-bergs were built in 
the walls, and the sticks that had been frozen 
with them were left in the pews. 

Elm street church isn’t like that—not in the 
least. 

It is comfortable, and the atmosphere is wel- 
coming. 

Even the well-dressed dignitaries, who me- 
thodically and quietly receive the contributions, 
are invested with somewhat of a good-natured 
glad-to-see-you-and-come-again air, which acts 
like a lode-stone, on future Sunday mornings. 

. ETELKA, 





He Drinks. 


For Saturday Night: 
He’s young and clever, hardly ever 
Do you meet a man 80 witty, 
Well bred, too, and well-to-do ; 
All must own it’s -uch a pity 
That he drinks, 





The personal grace, the handsome face, 
The savoire faire of our young friend 
Take hearts by storm ; a subtle charm 
With every action seems to blend, 
Though he drinks, 


His course at college, and love of knowledge, 
Presaged still greater things to come. 
He was gold medallist, prize essayist, 
Won scholarships ad libitum, 
Yet he drinks, 


His cultured mind is full inclined 
To subjects grave and scientific ; 
Others with ease in paths like these 
Gain fame with talents less prolific, 
But he drinks. 


On social calJs, receptions, balls, 
At Homes, etc., he attends ; 
No talk more bright, no step more light, 
This to a hostess makes amends 
If he drinks. 


He sings divinely, sketches finely, 
Excels in every manly sport, 
Can act, recite, love sonnets write, 
Or articles of deep import. 
Still he drinks. 


The time of year is nearly here 
He'll take the anoual solemn oath 
Regarding beer and whisky clear 
In future to abstain from both. 
Farewell drink ! 


Of course we know that ere the snow 
le melted by the vernal rain, 

We'll hear with pain the sad refrain, 
** Crichton has been drunk again.” 


Alas, he drinks ! 
G. Myron MacBrips. 





A Curious Calculation, 


uppose that some one of our ancestors, at 
we ee emmengoment of the Christian era, had 
been so provident as to leave one of those now 
thirty years of age one cent, to accumulate at 
the rate of six per cent. per annum, compoun’ 
interest, until the birth of that one, how many 
dollars would that person receive, and where 
would he find room enough to store away its 
value in gold ? 

Money at six per cent. per annum, compound 
interest, doubles itself in a trifle less than 
twelve years. For the sake of convenience, 
and to keep within the limits of this calcula- 
tion, we will say twelve years, Then the prin- 
cipal, one cent, will be doubled one hundred 
and fifty-five times in eighteen hundred and 
ST a ae rent as suacenan Corn 
ious compu n, to reac e eno 
of four andrea and ae See of 
dollars ; an amount so inconceivably 
require for its expression a Hne ot forty-five 

8 of figures. 
Piecing quite certain that all the gold brought 
from t Yana of Ophir, in the daysof Solomon, 
all the Pactolean streams that ever enriched a 
Croesus, all the wealth of Plutus's mine, all the 

Idever seen mortal eye, all the hidden 

d Gc tes - i ees wah shea cae 

n the ocean, in com 
guns, let us try to form some wees of the quen- 
. in- 


f a borrowing the 
ey Oe es eens ibe whee world 
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to ene solid mass of virgin gold, and then see if 


we should have enough for our purpose. 


Estimating pure gold to be worth sixteen 
dollars an ounce, a moderate estimation in 
these days.of speculation and high premiums, 
a cubic foot of the precious metal will be worth 
$280 000. This fact being ascertained, the value 
of any given quantity of gold may readily be 
computed, and the wor'ld is found to be worth 
10,700 septillions of dollars, a sum requiring 
twenty-nine places of figures. If the reader 
will now compure the value of our golden globe 
with the amcunt of interest derived from the 
insignificant little cent, he will find that 42,420 
billions of golden worlds will be necessary to 


satisfy our demand. 
_———_> o__—_—— 


The Locality of His Disease. 


‘Where do you feel worst,Jonny ?” 


“In your office,” 








Two Kinds of Protectors. 


‘* How about the hip pocket?” inquired the 


tailor. 


‘**I want it large enough for a pocket pistol,” 


said the customer. 
‘“*Yes, sir; Kentucky, sir, or Maine ?” 





Not Good Poetry, But Facts. 


Buy it; tryit. Iryit; buy it. Best in the 
world, and nothing comes nigh it. Nonsuch 
Stove Polish makes no dust. Ditto—ditto— 
ditto—covers the rust. Easily apvlied. An un- 
equalled shine. And use Mirror Varnish 
whenever you climb up on a step ladder to var- 
nish your stove pipes, 








—_ 


Afternoon Receptions. 


The distinguishing difference between morn- 
ing(or business) and afternoon dress lies mainly 
in the delicacy of the accompaniments to the 
garments worn rather than in any radical dif- 
ference in the clothes that a man of taste dons 
in the afternoon. A ladv not so many years 
ago wrote that she found to her surprise that 
the most expensive ciothes, the most absolute 
compliance with the cut and shape in vogue, 
was not enough when she began to go into 
Washington society. There must added 
style! And herein lies the difference between 
the man of taste and the man who convention- 
ally follows merely the prevailing novelties. 
The man of taste will go home after bank hours, 
and in preparing himself for an afternoon re- 
ception will change his clothes from boots to 
hat. He will put on this season’s pantaloons 
shading on a dark steel or stone color. The 
coat must be of dark cloth, the plain rough 
Saxony or Vicuna cloth, or one of the new 
wide wale diagonals. a cutaway with three or 
four buttons cut rather low in the neck with 
vest cut as low, allowing ample space for the 
knot of a four-in-hand scarf. The ‘overcoat 
should be of dark marerial, —s as near 
as possible the under cutaway coat. It may be 
worn with a facing according to the fancy of 
the wearer. The fashionable West End Tailor 
having just received an excellent consignment 
of these goods would invite your early inspec- 
a Henry A. Taylor, No. 1 Rossin House 

jock. 





ROSENBAUM’S BAZAAR 
¥59 King Street East---the Market 


Is now ready for visitors to inspect the 


CHRISTMAS GOODS 


OUR KID BODY DOLLS 


With Unbreakable Heads, Shoes, S Ik Stockings, Gloves, 
&c., at 25c. are selling very fast. 


No Trouble to Show Goods 


ofmscms Hine 


PRESENTS 


18e. to #1 each buys an elegantly hand embroidered 
Irish Linen Handkerchief 

tSe. to $1,5@—Silk Handkerchiefs in great variety. 

37he. ouys 3 Fancy Haradkerchiefs in a box. 

42he, buys 3 Pliin Linea Ha. dkerchiefs in a box. 

T5c.. 95c. and 1.25 Ouys one-half doz. Handkerchiefs 
in handsome boxes. 

$3 to #10 buys a good Dress. 

Fur Muffs and New Victoria Collare from $1.25 to S15 


each. 
Boas ef All Minds 
Jackets, Manties and Silks for Usefal Presents 


XMAS 
TOILET NOVELTIES 


AND 
PERFUMES 


Bingham’s Pharmacy 


100 Yonge St. 




















W. A. MURRAY & CO. 


Are now showing the Finest Stock of FIRST-CLASS DRY GOODS ever shown retail in 
the Dominion. Although our Sales for October were the largest we have ever had, 
still our stock is too large, and with a view of largely reducing the same, 


WONDERFUL BARGAINS 


will be offered all THIS MONTH in Every Department. Every Lady in Town’or 
Country wiil not only get the finest stock in the Dominion to choose from, but they 
will save money by doing theie FALL AND WINTER SHOPPING at 


W. A. MURRAY & CO’S 


17, 19, 21, 28, 25 and 27 KING STREET EAST, and 12 COLBORNE STREET, TORONTO 
ee _________ A 


DORENWEND'S |TRY (UR NEW PATENT 


Hair Dressing Rooms 


Is where the ladies of Toronto go to have 
their hair attended to. 


Cutting, Shampooing, 








Singing, Dressing, &c. 
Ladies attended to at their residences. 
Hair Dressing for Parties, Balls, Enter- 
tainments, Etc. Appointments can be 


made by telephone. Dorenwend also 
carries the largest stock of Hair Goods in 
Canada. 


Ladies’ Frontpieces, Bangs, Wigs, 
Switches, Etc. 
Gents’ Toupees, Wigs, Etc. 


A. DORENWEND 


orks, 103 and 105 Yonge Street 
TELEPHONE 16651. 





mp Phe 


Paris Hair 





PERF UMERY 

A very choice selection of the best brands of per- 
fumes always in stock, including Lubin’s, Atkinson’s, Rick- 
secker’s, Lundborg’s, Colgate’s, Raymond's, Genuine 
a Violet Water, Fiorida Water, &. 

E, FAWCETT, Dispensing Chemist 

67 King Street West . * . Toronto 
Telephone No. 73. 


NO MORE ELECTROLYSIS ! 


To Remove Superfluous Hair with Intense Torture. 


HAIR ON THE FACE, NECK, ARMS, 


OR ANY PART OF THE PERSON 


Easily, Quicky and Safely Removed With 
“MODENE” 


And the growth permanently destroyed without slightest 
injury or discoloration to the most delicate skin. Discovered 








by accident. Price per bottle, $2 and $3.25. Every bottle 
is legally guaranteed by the Modine Manufacturing Com- 
pany. 


FOR SALE AT 


Armand's Hair Store 


407 Yonge Street, 401, Toronto, Ont. 


SEND FOR PARTICULARS. Depot of ten different 
colors of Hair Regenerators and Excract of Walnuts, the 
perfection of all Hair Dyes. 


MRS. MILLER 


(LATE OF 100 YONGE ST. 


Modiste Dress & Mantle Maker 


HAS REMOVED TO 


315 
EVERY HOUSEHOLDER 


SHOULD USE 


SPADINA AVENUE 


EDWARDS’ DESICCATED SOUP | 


The cheapest and most nutritious food obtainable, its 
force value as a food being three and a half times that of 
equal weight of beef. 


GRAVINA 
(Edwards’ Gravy Powder) 


Easily soluble, quickly cooked, less than five minutes 
being suffi sient to produce an excellent gravy. 
Cook book gratis and post free. 


FRED'K KING & €0, Ltd... Sole Manufacturers, 
Belfast and London, and 
3@ St. Sacrament Street, Montreal 


TorontoBusiness College 


is undoubtedly the 


Best Commercial and Shorthand Schodl 


For young Ladies and Gentlemen 
to attend 


Send 2 cent stamp for their large 
rew prospectus. Address 


J. M. CROWLEY 
Corner Yonge and Shuter Streets, Toronto, Can. 








Black Basket Raisins 
Blue - ” 


7 ayers 
Finest Valencia Raisins 


Finest Vo-tigga Currants 





YATISI 





t 
CORSET 


This is the most perfect-fitting and 
comfortable corset in the market. 


Crompton Corset Coy 


Sole Manufacturers for the Dominion 





S’TOVEL& CoO. 


LADIES’ TAILORS 
COSTUME AND HABIT MAKERS 


HOLIDAY GOODS 


| New Grenoble Walnuts 


“« §.S. Almonds 
Finest Dehesa Clusters Brazil Nuts 
ye “« Filberts 


Finest Malaga Grapes 

“ Florida Oranges 

“* Messina Lemons 
Crosse & Blackwell's Candied 
“* 7 Crown Figs Pee's, the best in the 
“ Crystalised Figs world 


Pickles, Sauces, Capers, Olives, French and Canadian 
Cannea Geods, Full line French Crystalised Fruits. 
Inspection invited. : 


THE GEO. W. SHAVER CO. 


Telephone 1850. 244 Yonge and 2 Louisa Sis. 
UEBEC STEAMSHIP COMPANY. 


BERMUDA 


Sixty hours from New York—THURSDAYS. 


BARBADOS 


Trinidad and West Indies—FORTNIGHTLY. A. AHERN, 
Sec. Quebec 8.8. Co., Quebec. 


BARLOW CUMBERLAND, 72 Yonge &t., Toronto. 


NORTH GERMAN LLOYD 


Fast route to London and Continent. Express steamers 
twice a week from New York to Southampton (London, 
Havre and Paris) and Bremer. 

eA UE ee Wednesday, Dec. 25 
B. BE BUR we asisc sie sec Wednesday, Jan. 1 
ea eee Wednesday, Jan. 8 

Clyde built steamers. Palatial equipment. OELRICHS 

& CO., 2 Bowling Green, New York. 


BARLOW CUMBERLAND, 72 Yonge 8S'., Toronto 
"THE BEST PLACE IN THE CITY IS 
CUNNINGHAM’S JEWELRY STORE 
For Manufacturing New Designs in 


Jewelry, Diamonds and Watches 
77 Yonge St., 2 Doors North of King 


Layers 


S-Itana Raisins 








“dX LADIES REMEMBER x 


Morison’s Great Holiday Sale 


Sealette Mantles 
Plush Dolmazs 
Pattern Mantles 
aud Jackets 


Trimming and 
Costume Silks 
Evening Shades 
in Henriettas 


500 Cashmere and Stuff Dress Lengths 


50 Combination Costumes 


at $3, $3.50 and $4 ,,,;#.. 


HANDKERCHIEFS 


Po “India' 
—_— “and China Silks" 
Fine Irish Linen 
and Lawn 


Embroidered 
Fancy Borders 
Large Assortment 
of Colorings 


ASTONISHING BARGAINS in Every Depariment for 
MONDAY and TUESDAY 





DAL MORISIN & 00 


218 Yonge St. 


eor. Albert 
Geese Wirt ae. 
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Richard Pendle’s Christmas Eve. 


By BLIZABETH OLASTON. 
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CHAPTER IL. 

A- large, old-fashioned country kitchen, a 
bright eon which a huge log of wood crackles 
bravely, sending up many-colored flames and 
throwing dancing shadows on the white walls 
and raftered ceiling. A corner cupboard shows 


old man, with a chuckle. . 
CHAPTER IL. 


framed, hang on the walls, and the furniture | but his thoughts were busy. 


undrawn, though the moon is shining down 
from a pale frosty sky on a white world. It is 
a picture of winter weather without and winter 
comfort within. 

On the right of the fire, seated in a large arm- 
chair, is Richard Pendle, village carpenter and 
well-to-do owner of the house. A tall old man, 
with a stoop of the shoulders, which has visibly 
increased during the last few months. His 
stern, handsome face has a worn and troubled 
look, notwithstanding the comfort of his sur- 
roundings. Yet he looks what he is—a self- 
reliant man; not vgs A to consult others as to 
his own actions, not likely to show much sym- 

thy to others in regard to their faults or 
Failings. 

On the opposite side of the fireplace, in a 
similar chair, sits old Mr. Robson, retired 
baker. A trim little man, with a shrewd face, 
a kindly blue eye and a Duke of Wellington 
nose. e has been old Pendle’s chum and 
crony for many a long year. No two men 
could differ more, yet they are none the worse 
friends for that, Thomas Robson leans well 
forward in his chair, and all the time, whether 
silent or talking, his fingers are busy with four 
kxitting ‘needles and some gray yarn which is 
gradually taking the form of a little sock. 

Rather farther from the fire. also knitting, sits 
Mrs. Pendle, Richard's second wife—a comely 
woman, with a good natured, but not over 
wise face. She is at least twenty years 
younger than her husband, and her whole 
manner shows the respect in which she hvulds 
him, mingled with not a little fear of the 

-opinions which he is apt to express somewhat 
‘too strongly. 

The table is spread for tea and further graced 
‘by a substantial piece of boiled beef. The kettle 
is sending forth puffs of steam and singing 
merrily. Company is evidently expected. 

‘* Why, neighbor, you're dead beat,” says old 
Mr. Robson, as Pendle’s head fell forward and 
he caught it up with a jerk. 

** Aye, that I am,” was the answer. ‘“Break- 
ing fast, breaking fast.” 

** Now, father, don’t talk in that way,” said 
his wife, ‘‘ you've been working of late just_as 
if you'd been only half your ae. Why, Mr. 
Robson, he was a' that job up at the hall till 
twelve o'clock last night, and at it again first 
thing this morning. It’s too much, sir, when 
a man’s turned seventy-five, and so I tell him.” 

** You can t expect to goon in that way, old 
fellow,” Robson responded. ‘‘ Why don’t you 
give up business as I’ve done? It isn’t as if 
you hadn’t the means.” 


thing was toddling by her side. 


fireside, with t 
quietly, with a kitten, in the chimney corner. 
We will very briefly pass over the workin 


daughter, grown up—married without 


whom, in his heart, he loved, though he cou 


enough for Richard Pendle. 


the old man’s wrath knew no bounds. 
He told Jessie plainly that he refused to sup- 
port John Lane’s wife, and that she must earn 


snoaslscssnyreryninssssnpnnginigsen sors tsp ieidiaasat a iataan tiie eli tata a ani ead a kee 


not speak, his wife replied for him in a whisper: | enough for the work 


day with that letter, and expecting Jessie. 
You know he never lets out what he feels, and | wcrkhouse. 
that makes it cone worse on him. Oh, dear, I | 
hope he won't be hard on the poor lass !” 


her steadily. 


of the window, and sighed. | letter and concluded by 


“You're wishing you’d gone, like an old fool, | self well. 
to the station. She’sall right, depend upon it ; 


and deceived. Them as do wrong ought to be | before the mail went out he wrote back : 
punished, say I, or the world ‘ud be crammed 
with knaves and fools.” 

** Justice is a fine virtue, Richard,” old Rob- | on Christmas Eve shall be met. 
son remarked, looking up from his stocking; Your obedt. servt., RICHARD PENDLE. 
**but for my part I like mercy better. One | 


practiced it. 


we shall be wanting then, neighbor.” 


myself before or since,’ the old man went on, | the station to meet Jessie. 
after a moment's silence, “as I did when I had | 


and the children were starving!” 


kept her and the youngsters ever since. 
guess them socks are going that way. 
a doing something for somebody. Mr. | cart. A boy came running up the garden walk. 

obson. 


smile. Perhaps he was thinking of tiny little | lots o' folks walking, and he says Mrs. Lane’ll 
silver coins he had been brightening up for | come with ’em.” 
little friends, or of the savory mincepies,| The cart movedon. Pendle heard the people 
made that morning by his own experienced | in it singing and shouting Christmas greetings 
hands, all destined to give a taste of Christ- | and at last the voices died away. Mrs. Pendle 
mas to those who could not get it elsewhere. | and Mr. Robson were still asleep, and he, too 
Yes, old Thomas Robson was laying up a good | fellintoadoze. Presently there was a tap at 
reckoning for himself somewhere. Faults he | the door. It was surely too soon for Jessie to 
had, of course. Where can poor human nature | have walked that distance; but he sat up and 
be found without them? But he was aGod-fear- | listened. It was repeated—once—twice—thrice. 
ing mao—with a heart full of kindly thoughts, | Again he rose painfully, for his rheumatism 
followed by kindly words and deeds. With a | troubled him, and his limbs felt heavy as lead 
large measure did old Thomas mete—there is a | —and again he opened the door. 
promise that, overflowing, such will be returned Standing on the doorstep, full in the moon- 
again. — ; : ; light, was a woman, dressed in a grey work- 
** Don’t be hard on Jessie, neighbor,” he went | house suit. Pressed closely to her breast she 
on. ‘To forgive and forget, makes a blessed | held a bundle, wrapped in a old shawl. She 
Christmas. Besides. poor lass! I do not sup- | was looking away at first; but as the door 
pose she could exactly help falling in love with | slowly opened she turned her head. It was 
a fine young fellow like John—and I'm sure he | Jessie, but so white and thin that her grand- 
may be forgiven for falling in love with her, | father’s heart ached as he gazed upon her. 
the brightest and prettiest lass in the place.; ‘Jessie, my girl!” he tried to say. 
You've had a weakness for a pretty face, Rich- | But she was gone, retracing her steps—or 
ard—begging Mrs. Pendle’s pardon—and bless | rather, gliding—down the lane which led to 
you, I was once head and ears in ilove n:yself.” | the house. It wasa pretty lane. In the sum- 
‘*‘Lor! Now, were you, sir?” exclaimed Mrs, | mer the tail hedgerow trees, touching each 
Pendle, ‘ Do let's hear about it.” | other, made a heavy canopy overhead. Now, 
** Well, Marm, it was when I was first setting | they looked like feathery net. work, and the 
up for myself in business, and wanted someone | moon with a skilful pencil had sketched them 
wadly to look after the house. She was an un- | again with wonderful clearness on the snow 
common fine young woman, too, a few years | beneath. 
older than myself. Herfather wasin the hard-| Down this shadowy avenue flitted the slight 
ware line, and she held up her head very high. | grey figure, until it was lost in the moonlight. 
At last I screwed up my courage and popped | Richard Pendle seized bis hat and stick and 
the question. ‘I'm obliged to you, Mr. Tnomas,’ | followed, So did his wife and Robson, who 
says she, * but I can’t quite lower myself to the | had now wakened; but not a word did any of 
baking business. I hope you'll prosper and | them speak, 
find a suitable partner in your own aphere, About a quarter of a mile down the road 
Weil, Marm, I was fool enough to be well nigh | stood the church, and the sound of the organ 
broken-hearted about it; but in time I got over | could be distinctly heard, for the choir was 
it. It put such a damper on me, though, that | practising the Christmas hymns. Down this 
I ve never made another offer. snowy road the three went; in at a little gate, 
Well, I never!” said Mrs. Pendle, highly | arid on towards the church porch. A flood of 
interested. : light was streaming through it, for the rector’s 
That wasn't all, Marm. She got married, | daughters were busy putting up their wreaths 
but not over comfortable. I Jost sight of her | of holly and ivy. 
for nigh twenty years, when she turned up The music now seunded slow and solemn 
again. One day a lady in weeds come into the | like a dirge ; and it was weary walking, for the 
shop, and said she wanted to speak to me | snow was deep. N@ture had thrown her wide, 
oe and confidential. I didn't know who | white sheets over the quiet beds where the 
tf was at frst, but when she told me her | dead were sleeping. ow calm and still it 
maiden name I asked her into the parlor, She | looked in the old churchyard ! 
told me she was a widder, without incum- The grave, where Richard Pendle’s wife and 
‘brances ; and, ‘ Thomas,’ says she, looking very | daughter had been laid, was near the porch, 
‘sweet—I was in a large way of ousiness then, | and towards it his eye naturally turned, as it 
you know—'Thomas, if you're inclined to re- | had done every Sunday for nearly fifty years. 
‘moo the offer 7 once made me, I sha’n’t gy Something dark was lying on che grave. 
no again; for I have learned to honor an up- “Why Richard, there’s something lying 
wight man.’ She was rather a fine figure of a | there!” cries Mrs. Pendle. ‘“‘ Whatever can it 
vomee ayer a —— too Seen aemeren, be?” 
was elda to be caught with chaff. They drew near. Yes—somesne is D 
So, ve her to understand, Marm, that I'd there Who is it ? vine 
n , “my mind to a single life. Shetooka Jessie! One arm holds the little bundle to 





glass o’ two of currant wine and said, ‘Good 
mornin’.” That’s my love story,” concluded the 


Richard Pendle had ceased to listen to the 
some fine old china; several engraving, neatly | murmured conversation, his eyes were closed, 
: ; ee by his = 

solid and good. The crimson curtains, hang- friend’s words, he was reviewing the past partly 
a from the wide, latticed window, are yet | withregard tohisconduct inthe future, partly to 
justify the course he had already taken. Far, 

far back went the old man’s thuughts, first one 
old familiar face coming to life again, and then 
other. Again he saw, moving about the room, 
his first wife, the choice of his youth—the 
pretty, bright young creature—who had filled 
the old house with sunshine. A tiny round 
e kept, 
locked up in his desk, one of the shoes that 
little thing had worn, but he never let any one 
see it, for he was one of those men who are 
ashamed of possessing a heart. Then came a 
time when the sunshine was gone. He saw 
himself, still a young man, sitting by a lonely 
e first sign of the stoop in his 

shoulders. Not, however, quite lonely, for a 
little girl, in a black frock, was playing, very 


of the old man’s memory. The a little 

is con- 
sent—very soon a widow, broken in spirits 
and health. The opening of the grave in the 
churchyard where she was laid beside her 
mother, and the little grandchild left to the 
second Mrs. Pendle’s care, which was always 
lovingly given. The stern way in which he, 
now a morose and soured man, had done what 
he considered his duty towards the = 


not forgive her for being the daughter of John 
Lane. His hatred, underserved, of the whole 
Lane family and his indignation upon discover- 
ing that Jessie, during a visit of some weeks 
to an aunt in Liverpool, had actually, in des- 
pair of ever gaining his consent, privately 
married a young sailor, a distant cousin of her 
father’s. The young man’s prospects were 
fairly good, he had always borne a high 
character, but his name was John Lane—quite 


A week or so after their marriage John sailed 
for his last voyage before settling down at the 
Liverpool docks in a situation which had been 
promised to him. Jessie then returned to her 
grandfather, who was in ignorance of the 
whole affair. The secret soon oozed out, and 


her own living until her husband was prepared 
to keep her himself. Jessie, who possessed a 
dash of her grandfather's temper, took him at 
his word, and went at once to the landlady of 
the village inn, through whose help she obtained 
a situation with a family in London. A few} 
months afterwards a letter came from Jessie 
As the old man’s eyes were closed and he did | to her stepmother, saying she was not strong 
and was leaving for 

“IT wish he’d take your advice, Mr. Robson, | another place. After that nothing was heard 
sir; but the fact is, he’s terrible put about to- until two days before the present time, when a 
letter arrived from the chaplain of a London 


It informed Richard Pendle that his grand- 
| daughter had been taken thither, seriously ill, 
“Who won't be hard, Mrs. Pendle?” said | and in a state of great destitution. That a 
Richard, sitting bold upright and regarding | child had_been born and baptised by the name 
| of John Pendle; and that, the mother being 
Mrs. Pendle looked guilty and made no re- | now strong enough to be moved, she would be 
ply. Presently she stirred the fire, gazed out | sent back to her native place. It was a kindly 
gging him to forgive 

**Now wife, I know what you are worriting and take back the poor girl who had suffered 
about!” her husband exclaimed, irritably. | much and, by all accounts, had conducted her- 


| When Pendle had read this he put it into his 
and will be better taken care of than she de- | pocket and went to his work without saying a 
serves. It won't do her any harm to feel she’s | word to his wife. However, after a few hours’ 
not going to be coddled by them she’s disobeyed | hard struggle, better feelings prevailed and 


Srr,—I will receive my grandchild, Jessie. 
The train reaching this station at five o'clock 


He then showed his wife both letters, but 
feels so much more comfortable after one’s | sternly cut short her exclamations of surprise 
Besides, when the Day o’ Judg- | and delight. After telling her to see the car- 
ment comes, we shall none of us have kept our | rier about bringing Jessie home in his cart— 
books that square, I reckon, as to be ‘satisfied | they were four miles from the station—he went 
to abide by what’s set down. It’s God’s mercy | out of the house. Only once had he spoken on 
| the subject since, and that was to refuse Mrs, 
**Why,I never felt so much put out with | Pendle’s request that she might go herself to 


All these things were passing and re-passing 

or Ann Myat up for stealing that quartern | through the old man’s mind. The room was 
oaf. Folks said it was my dooty and wouldn't | now very quiet, for both his companions were 
leave me alone. And then it came out that she | napping and the tire had ceased to crackle and 
2 | had settled down into a steady glow. The 

‘** I’m sure you've squared that account,” Mrs, | kitchen was nearly dark, except where the 
Pendle rejoined. ‘‘She’s a poor feckless thing, | moon's rays threw a broad, bright streak across 
make the best of her; and you've well nigh | it. At last Richard Pendle heard the sound of 
€ I | wheels, and rising slowly from his chair, went 
You're | to the door and opened it. It was the carrier's 


. ‘**Please, Mr. Pendle,” he called out, “ father 
The old man looked up with a pleasant | was so full he could bring no more. There's 


her breast ; the other, half buried in the snow, 
is stretched across the grave. The moon shines 
softly down on the fair, still face, which looks 
like sculptured marble. Two or three shining, 
frozen spots are on her cheek—tears perhaps. 

Mrs. Pendle stoops and takes, the little 
bundle. Seating herself on a tombstone, she 
covers it with her cloak and croons over it. 

“T guess it’s of no use, Missis,” says a 
woman wh) has just come out of the church. 

** Ah, poor lass!” saysold Mr, Robson, “she 
must have come by the morning train, and 
there was no one to meet her. She thought she'd 
take the short cut by the churchyard, you see 
—and got no further than her mother's grave.” 

Richard Pendle leaned upon his stiek, and 
swayed his body slowly backwards and for- 
wards, trying hard to speak, yet feeling utterly 
powerless to do so. mist came over his” 
eyes, and when it had cleared away, he saw 
that a number of people had gathered round. 
One man, in a sailor’s dress, was kneeling on 
the ground by Jessie. He had raised the cold, 
little hand from its frozen resting place and 
was kissing it passionately, exclaiming be- 
— sobs : i Ob girl! 

** Oh, my poor gir , my poor girl !” 

The rector was there also, and stood behind 
the gravestone. He looked as though he were 
in a pulpit, and kept repeating in a monoton- 
ous voice : 

“Four generations! Four generations! Who 
is responsible? Who is responsible?” 

While Mrs. Pendle crooned on, withthe bun- 
dle in her arms. 


CHAPTER III. 


* Peace on the earth, good-will to men,” 
From Heaven’s all-gracious King ! 
The world in solemn stillness lay, 
To hear the Angels sing. 


A loud peal from the organ, the chorus of 
children’s voices was heard from the church, 
and the whole scene became again confused. 

The wide snowy churchyard closed in gradu- 
ally, until it resolved icself into the white walls 
and ceiling of Richard Pendle’s own kitchen, 
The red light from the church porch turned 
into the blazing fire, on which some fresh logs 
had beenthrown. A hand was on his shoulder, 
and the voice of his old friend in his ear. 

‘* Why, Richard, you have been sleeping ; but 
the Waits woke you up at last. Come! shake 
yourself, and see who's here.” 

The old man sat up, hardly knowing whether 
he was asleep or awake ; and though he saw 
several figures round him, feeling too much 
dazed to recognize them. 

In Mr. Robson’s chair sat Jessie, and, kneel- 
ing by her side, chafing her hands, was her hus- 
band. They were thin little hands enough ; 
but there was life in them. 

Almost in the fire sat Mrs, Pendle, with a 
bundle of flannel in her arms, which she rocked 
to and fro, and from which proceeded sundry 
gurgles and grunts. 

At last, Jessie rose feebly, and holding John 
fast by the hand, crossed over to her grand- 
father. 

** You'll forgive us now, grandfather, won’t 
you? I have had so much trouble, and we're 
sorry we vexed you—aren’t we, John?” 

**Oh, my poor lass! But how did you get 
here?” he asked, rubbing his eyes. 

‘* Why, by the carrier, of course, grandfather. 
And John was there waiting forme, He only 
came on shore yesterday. I'd written to Aunt 
and told her I was coming. They didn’t know 
how sick I'd been, and gone to the workhouse. 
I was out of my mind, grandfather”—and Jessie 
broke off with a sob. 

‘*Hush, hush, child—don’t cry. Just wait a 
bit. I’ve had a bad dream—a very bad dream. 
I can’t get things quite square yet. Is that the 
young’un? It’s alive and all right, is it?” 

** Alive!” exclaimed Jessie, hastily opening a 
chink of the flannel to assure herself of the 
fact. ‘‘ To be sure it is—bless its heart!” 

*“* And the very moral of you, Richard,” said 
Mrs. Pendle. 

The old man was silent for a few moments. 
Then he rose from his chair, kissed Jessie, and 
held out his hand to her husband. 

‘‘T'maman of few words, John Lane,” he 
said. ‘They don’t come easy to me. What I 
want you to understand is this: I’d wish us 
all, this good Christmas time, to let bygones 
be bygones. I’ve been thinking over what you 
said, Robson, and you’re right. To forgive and 
forget makes a blessed Christmas. You, John 
and Jessie, must stay here till you’ve got your 
bits of things together. Maybe I can make 
matters easy that way. ’Twould have been a 
poor time without you, Jessie, my lass. God 
bless you both and the youngster too. 





























































































To Correspondents. 


oe * 


{Correspondents will address—‘‘ Correspondence Column,” 
Saturpay Nieut Office.] 


Marceyas —See answer to “‘ Dutchie.” ; 

Sport —Care, order and perseverance. 

Durcnig.—Ecergetic, quick-tempered, generous and 
sensitive. 

Bsi, Brockville.—Uspresuming, sensitive, original and 
thoughtful. 

Muaeins.—Impuls've, energetic, persevering and a 
voluble talker. 

Hermoing, Brantford.—Witty, generous, impulsive and 
high-spirited. 

.ALEENE.—Caution, thoughtfulness, and much kindness of 
heart are shown here. 

Mickry Free, Mimico.—Impressionable, easy-going, self- 
esteeming and generous. 

Asxisty No, 2.—See above. Wmniting denotes suspicion, 
decision and love of admiration. 


Letrig —Wilful, determined, light-hearted, prone to 
exaggeration and fond cf flattery. 


J. K. (enclosed with above)—Decisive, practical, self- 
reliant yet susceptible to flattery. 
_ Harry,— Writing denotes good temper, a merry disposi- 
tion, decision of character and self-esteem. 
Frank —Erratic, lively in diaposi:ion, quick at repartee, 
and the possessor of a temper all your own. 
Matz, Ottawa.—Fond of luxury and display, very gener- 
ous, energetic and disposed to be original in conversation. 
_SMALLMAN, Montreal.—-Your writing denotes the posses- 
sion of unlimited push, a tendency to joking, and fondness 
for flattery. 


Fiorence F.—Even-tempered, decided in action, fond of 
admiration, orderly and possessing a double extract of 
spirits of mischief. 

Lavura.— Your writing shows self-esteem, inde pendence, 
easy-going disposition, some selfishness and susceptibi.ity 
to influence of fri nds. 

Norma, Ottawa.—If a girl is engaged to be married to a 
man, he should be her escort to all places of amusement, 
unless under exceptional circumstances. 


Demopocus.— Precision, self-esteem, deter:rination are 
denoted by your writing. Tae enclosed shows: Fondness 
for luxury and admiration, geaerosity and impulsiveness. 

Mack.—Susceptibility to flattery, tendency to flirtation, 
self-reliance and determinatioa are here shown. 2 Yes, by 
virtue of the last two qualities. Selfishness is not marked 
strongly, but we are ali ee fish to a certain extent. 


Wo Was To BLuame.— Judgment—fairly geod. You are 
attractive to strangers but are reserved, and show your real 
sel only to your friends, It would be impossible to say, 
but in all probability you would perform creditably if not 
with genius 


Mrina.—Many thanks for your expressions of confidence. 
Your kind words “‘ cheer us on our way.” Writ-ng denotes 
humor, selfishness, carelessness, fondness for flattery, 
enthusiasm in undertakings, and a decided fondness for the 
society of—la’ ies. 

Anxiety No. 1.—Jealousy, ence and determination, 
As to the proper age for a to marry, opinions differ. 
Some girls must marry before twenty-five or never, The 
pene ens jp Bip agy sn The proper time is when 
your agree there is just one almost 
perfect person in the world. ' * 

LucitLa.—You speak of being married in a very half- 
hearted way. If i are not perfectly sure that John 
Anderson my Jo, John, is the one person in the world who 
would make you happy, I strongly advise you to earn your 
own livelihood in preference to marrying. Your writiog 
denotes perseverance and frankness: You are obstinate 
when thwarted, yet yield to the persuasions of those for 
whom you entertain respect or regard. 

Hannau L., Whithy.— Writing denotes patience,order,self- 
reliance and pe jility. Ifa man ie toc bashful to propose, 
Hannah, he is scarcely worth your . At any rate let 
him do it—it’s not leap year. As to next q , it is 
aaa vr to Ay Sn ee 8S civen om Be 
name anewer her here. writing shows 
amiability, generosity ard excitability. A man who kisses 
a girl when he has no right to do so, is Gueeans, and 
disrespect has no place in true friendship. 2. You may 
use a ring and then tyey will do duty more than once, 
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THE WORLD'S MEDICINE 





From the earliest days of medicinal ecience 


no antidote has achieved such a reputation as 


BEECHAM’S PILLS 


Their fame has reached the uttermost parts of the earth; their curative power is universally acknowledged to a de- 
e unprecedented 'n the annals of physicial research ; and it is echoed from shore to shore that for Bilious and Nervous 
isorders, Indigestion with its dreaded allies, and for assisting Nature in her wondrous functions, they are 


WORTH A GUINEA A BOX 


BEECHAW'S PILLS—the wonderful English Medicine—are a safe and speedy cure for Weak Stomach, Im- 


oy Digestion, Sick Headache, Constipation, 


Disordered Liver, ete. Soid by all druggists in the 


nited States at 25 cents a box, or will be mailed on ra eipt of price by B. F. ALLEN & Co., 365 Canal Street, New York, 
sole agente for the United States. Prepared only by Ti0s. Bascuam, St. Helens, Lancashire, England. 


In ordering mention this publication. 








The Destroyer of Herculaneum.] 


Mount Vesuvius, during the past year, has 
continued its moderately eruptive activity, 
which began in the month of December, 1875. 
There were various emissions of small lava 
streams, which did not reach further than the 
base of thecone. An additional cone was grad- 
ually formed, caused by the activity of the 
motive oe of the crater, which, towards the 
end of the year, had reached a height ot 328 feet 
above its original level. On various occasions 
the detonations and the red-hot projectiles 
thrown up with the large quantities of smoke 
indicated greater eruptive power. During the 
whole year no ashes were thrown up, and con- 
sequently the crops in the surrounding country 
were not destroyed. All the lava streams that 
issue during the year flowed towards the 
eastern slopes of the mountain. 





Where The Buffalo Flourishes. 


It is interesting to read of a part of the 
world where the buffalo is not dying out, but 
increasing in numbers, A journal of Perth, in 
Western Australia, says that few Australians 
are aware that certain parts of North Australia 
have vast herds of the wild buffalo careering 
over its plains and wallowing in its shady 
pools. The Sydney Mail states that the ani- 
mals are massive and heavy, with splendid 
horns, and afford sport of a sufficiently danger- 
ous nature to possess charms for the most dar- 
ing hunter, a wounded buffalo being one of the 
most dangerous animals known, his great 
weight, prominent horns, and splendid courage, 
making him a formidable foe. The first buf- 
faloes were landed at. Port Essington, North 
Australia, about the year 1829. 





Clorinda’s Red Shoes. 


Wi.h Spanish instep, arched and high, 
And Louis Quinze heel higher, 

Beneath her biack tulle gown they fly, 
Like fleeting flecks of fire. 





Glimpses of gaudy silken hose 
O'er dainty ankle stretching 

In clinging, crimson clasp, disclose 
A tout ensemble fetcning. 


When fair Clorinda firat came out, 
A timid ingenue, 

Her shoes, they say, at ball or rout, 
Were snowy white in hue. 


Ah, cruel one! whence gained they then 
That sanguinary shade ? 

From dancing o’er the hearts of men 
That at thy feet were laid.—T'ime. 





The Fashion of Fainting. 


The fashion of fainting, like that of sloping 
shoulders, is a thing of the past. It had a long 
life, however, and for centuries the fainting 
heroine ruled the heart of men. It was the 
correct thing for women to be weak and limp, 
fragile, and a slave to hysterics. Now these 
qualities are at a discount, and she who would 
win a man’s admiration must be robust and 
sasegete, self-contained, elastic, and, in a 
word, healthy. 

What persistent fainters were the Evelinas, 
aad the Laucas, and the Clarissas who delight- 


mothers to tears! Swoon was written on every 
page and was the climax to every scene. 

t was the same in the playhouse and even 
Shakespeare was not free from the weakness 
of adding to the charms of his heroines the 
femining trick of fainting. Hermiaon awaken- 
ing in the woods calls out for Lysander, and 
when he does not reply declares she ‘*swoons 
with fear.’ Celiain the forest of Arden says: 
‘*T faint almost to death;” and when Rosalind 
is shown the bloody napkin she swoons. 
Goes the Queen when Hamlet is pricked by the 
rapier of Laertes; while Phili Mrnloenbaidas 
(in King John) bids Hubert tell his news, how- 
ever bad it may be, saying, ‘‘ I’m no woman ; 
I wose swoon at oa 

e great re tory, however, of faintin, 
heroines was 2 the works of such one. 
mental novelists as Frances Burney (Madame 
D'Arblay), Mrs. Inchbald, Cnarlotte Smith, 
Ann Radcliffe, Miss Opie, and Mrs. Brunton, 
The Emmelines, Ethelindas, Cecilias, Camilias, 
Geraldines, and Celestinas of these writers are 
the a fainters of history. They fainted 
on all convenient and inconvenient occasions ; 
at the least hint of anything that touched their 
tender sensibilities; at a moment's notice, or 
without a moment's notice; and the oftener 
they fainted the more charming they were. 
Not only was this fainting employed to enlist 
the reader's sympathies, it was also used as the 
sure and certain means of bringing the hero 
into the toils, and after the first fainting fit 
described the reader felt sure that the altar, as 
the winning post, was in sight. 

In those days women of the fair, fragile aad 
fainting type were as common in real life as in 
fiction. Fainting was then one of the great re- 
sources of the gentle sex, it was resorted 


and 
to in the firm conviction an it had a tell 
h } always been grati- 


| fied to call itself the stronger. Men adored 
helplessnessin women, and women gave man 
the full measure of thisadoration. The feebler 
the woman the more adorable was she. Good 
health was considered vulgar, strong nerves 
still more so, and astrong mind the most vul- 
gar thing of ail. It was the fashion to be deli- 
cate and pale, and no woman could expect to 
be interesting who was expected to live long. 

The fainting frenzy was used in the unreal 
life of that time as a regular form of courtship 

las much as it was in the pages of sickly ro- 
mances. Swooning at an opportune moment 
was one of the most effective methods of storm- 
ing the masculine heart, and no man conld 
long remain cold to the artful damsel who un- 
derstood the art of gracefully losing conscious- 
ness, 

One comical result of all this swooning and 
syncope was the growth of the “carrier out.” 
Men studied to excel in the delicious duty of 
resuscitating the dear limp creatures with the 
same assiduity that the fellows of the present 

| time practice lawn tennis or rack their brains 
over new figures for the ‘“‘ german.” He who 
would make a name for himself among the 
Evelinas and Priscillas had but one way to 
achieve that social distinction. 1t was per- 
emptory that he should always be conveniently 
near when the fair charmer lost her balance, 
and it was upon the grace and dexterity with 
which he caught her ere she reached the floor 
or lifted her after she fell and bore her bravely 
otf the scene that his success depended. The 
man who did attain that success secured a fame 
that went ahead of him, while damsels fainted 
along his line of march for the very honor of it; 
his own sex envied him, and the other gave 
him their worship. 

To-day man seeks for his companion a good 
walker as well as a good talker; a playfellow 
and a reasoner; a combination of feminine 
graces and brainy attitudes. Moreover, he has 
no difficulty in finding her, and he is all the 
better, and his children are all the better, for 
the new order of things. Hysteria and vinai- 
grettes are dead, and it is to be hoped they will 
never be resurrected. 


She Made a Mistake. 


A certain married lady sat up till 12 o'clock 
one night last week waiting for her husband to 
come home from the club. At last, weary and 
worn out with her long waiting, she went to 
her bed-room to retire, and there found the 
missing husband sound asleep. Instead of go- 
ing to the club he had gone to his room, and 
never left the house. Such are the troubles 
some poor married women have to coutend 
with in this life. 


What Rapid Eating Did For Napoleon. 


Napoleon was a very fast eater. At a grand 
concert at the Tuilleries, from the moment he 
and his guests sat down, till the coffee was 
served, not more than forty-three or four 
minutes elapsed. They were then bowed out. 

With Napoleon, the moment appetite was 
felt, it was necessary that it should be satis- 
fled ; and his establishment was so arranged 
that in all places, and at all hours, chicken, 
cutlets, and coffee might be forthcoming at a 
word. This habit of eating fast and carelessly 
is supposed to have paralyzed Napoleon on two 

















ed our grandfathers and melted our grand- } of the most critical events of his life—the 


battles of Borodino and Leipsic, which he 
might have converted in decisive and influen- 
tial victories by pushing his advantages as he 
was wont. ‘ j 
On each of these occasions he is known to 
have been suffering from indigestion. On the 
third day of Dresden, too, the German novelist, 
Hoffman, who was present in the town, asserts 
that the Emperor would have done much more 
than he did but for the effects of a shoulder of 


So | mutton stuffed with onions, 








Didn’t Think He Could, 


‘*Do you think that I could ever ”--here his 
voice faltered and a sudden emotion seemed to 
swallow his words, 

“Could ever what, George?” 

. ak could ever-——” 


s ou think that I could ev 

our father's ways?” over gh nt de 

Just then there was a dim rattligg in the 
furnace room, the gas flickered glimmeringly 
and almost went out, then flared up again, as 
f someone were tampering with the meter 
job cont dire dismal words came through the 

r. 

She let a little sob escape her and replied : 

“No, George, I don't #hink you ev ld,” 
—Merchant Traveler, . ae 


Distant Relationship. 
Stranger—I notice your name is De Million. 
Are lat 
New York ed to ae wealthy De Millions, of 
t mn 
ain mepeet meDe Million—I am a—a 
rs Indeed! How distant?” 
ic Well, sf, as distant as theycan keep me 
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Beth’s Memorial Stocking. 





‘“‘ Say, mother |” and Mollie tugged gently at 


* fold of her mother’s dress to attract her at- 


tention. ‘ Did you see that beau-ti-ful memor- 

ial window that the Staceys have had put into 

the church for their little girl who died last 
ar?” 

“They were in the church porch as the child 
spoke, but her mother made noreply until they 
had walked some distance down the street, and 
then her words were few and hesitatingly 
spoken. ; 

** Yes, I saw it.” 

*‘ And,” persisted Mollie. who was evidently 
a good deal exercised upon the subject, ‘‘the 
superintendent spoke of it in Sunday school. 
and said that the window was placed there by 
the parents of our lost fellow-pupil to be a con- 
stant reminder of her lovely life among us.” 

Still Mrs. Mason made no comment, and, 
after a short pause, Mollie went on in blunt, 
childish fashion : 

‘But she didn’t lead a lovely life,if he did 

so. All the girls in her class just hated the 
ght of her, she was so proud an ually. Isaw 
them nudge each other when Mr. Hale said 
that, and-her teacher's face was just as red as 
tire, She remembered how saucy and pert she 
used to be, and——” + 

“There, there, dear, that will do! 

Mrs. Mason spoke kindly but with decision. 
*‘ Let the child's faults be buried with her. It 

san ungenerous thing to accuse those who 
cannot speak for themselves, and to those who 
.oved her she was oe of course.” 

Mollie made a wry face, which her mother 
was too wise.to see, and as the two walked 
slowly homeward, Mrs. Mason tried to divert 
the little girls mind from the subject of her 
dead mate’s imperfections by describing for her 
benefit another ‘‘ memorial” that she had seen 
n a visit to the City Hospital a few days before. 

This was a “free bed,” contributed by the 
bereaved parents of another little lost one, and 
Mollie listened with glistening eyes to the 
story of the little street boy who had been run 
over by a heavy dray, and had both legs broken. 

‘‘ And there he lay,” she said, her own kind 
eyes full of tender tears, “‘his little, white, 
pinched face bright with a contented smile, 
and his feeblé hands toying with a few rose 

eranium leaves that some kind visitor had 
Topped on the coverlid for him, so cheerful 
and happy that I wondered at him. 

‘*T asked him if he was comfortable, and you 
should have seen his pale face light up and 
heard him pipe, in his thin, shrill voice : 

‘“**Comfirtable, is it,ma’am? Why, it’s jist 
hivin itsilf, afcher the dirt an’ the coold an’ the 
hoonger an’ the batin’s. Faith, an’ it’s weel 
paid I am f'r the loss o° me two spindle lige | 

**And he laughed aloud, such a merry little 
cackie that I really forgot for the moment that 
he was a helpless, ridden cripple for life, and 
only thought of him asa petted child, lying in 
state in a soft, white, clean bed, tended and 
cared for as tenderly as if he had been the heir 
to a dukedom.” 

‘* What a beautiful memorial !” cried Mollie, 
with childish delight. 

Her mother nodded approvingly. ‘Yes, it 
was a beautiful age oe and the fund that 
supports that is called by the dead child’s 
name, the ‘Ida Lewis Fund,’ so that every 
sick and suffering one who is comforted and 
nursed back to health in that bed will bless the 
name of the giver, whom they can never thank 
on earth,” 

Mollie was silent for alittle time, and then 
she said, softly, while a great tear rolled down 
her cheek and dropped unheeded upon the soft 
fur of her tippet : ‘* How I wish we could have 
a ‘memorial like that for our little Beth !” 


The mother's lip quivered, and for a moment 
she could not control her voice to reply to the 
child’s suggestion. Little Beth had gone to 
heaven only a few short months ago, and the 
wound in her mother’s breast was yet too sen 
sitive to bear. without shrinking, the tenderest 
touch; but with an effoct she kept back her 
tears, and replied : s 

“‘Tt costs a great deal of money for memorials 
of that kind, and only wealthy people, or those 
with a 1 income, can afford these noble 
and beautiful charities. Some of the grandest 
churches, hospitals and asylums in the world 
have been founded and endowed to keep alive 
the memory of those who were dear to the 
great or rich ones of earth.” 

Mollie sighed. 

* All the same, I do wish we could have some 
kind of a ‘memorial’ for Beth, she was such a 
dear. sweet little thing!” she half whispered, 
as they paused a moment upon the steps of 
their aekent but comfortable hcme, and, futile 
as seemed the wish, her mother’s heart could 
not but re-echo it. 


That night, after the young folks were all in 
bed, and silence had fallen upon the merry, 
noisy household, Mrs. Mason sat, with un- 
wontedly idle hands, Sere the fast decay- 
ing brands in the fireplace, and thinking of the 
dear little life that only a few months before 
had passed away from among them. How she 

earned for the touch of those baby fingers, the 

isses of those baby lips, now still and silent 
in this world forever! = 

She would not have had the lives of her other 
children saddened for always by this bereave- 
ment, that must necessarily mean so much 
more to her than to them; and yet they were 
all planning gaily and eagerly for the fast ap- 
proaching Christmas, carefully counting up 
their hoarded pennies, and full of all sorts of 
pleasant little mysteries and merry deceptions, 
without a thought, apparently, of the little 
sister who had, in her baby fashion, only one 
short year ago, joined so gleefully in their 
preparations for the coming festival. 

-It was natural that they should do so, as she 
told herself, and yet how could she bear to have 
her darling forgotten in the household, of which 
she had been the sunshine? To have her sons 
and daughters, in future years, say: 

“There are five of us,’ without a word or 
thought of the little sister gone before? Then 
Mollie’s words came back to her with another 
and tenderer signiticance ; ‘I do wish we could 
have some kind of a ‘memorial’ for little Beth!” 

A ‘*memorial,” not for the eyes of the world, 
but one that would keep alive in the hearts of 
hy children, the memory of that dear lost one. 

t might not be an impossibility, after all, 
and the plan once started in her mind went on 
untolding, and as the last spark died out in its 
bed of sombre gray ashes, and the clock 
counted out, ae and clear, in the stillness, 
the twelve strokes of midnight, she rose to her 
foot, with moist eyes, but a hopeful smile upon 

er lips, 

“In that way they will be sure to remem- 
ber her,” she murmured to herself; ‘and the 
tittle agen given in her name will be twice 

essed.” 

It had always been a custom in the Mason 
family for the children to hang up their stock- 
ings the night betore Christmas,—a custom 
that, as Mrs, Mason declared, owed its popular- 
ity tothe one extrav ce in that economic- 
ally ordered ho » an open fire in the 
family sitting-room. 

When Christmas Eve came there was brought 
forth for the occasion the usual arene of ptock. 
ings of various sizes and hues; from ie’s, of 
conventional black lisle thread, down to little 
Ben’s, of coarser, hone a ee and there 
was a great deal of chatter noe are 
natured rivalry over a choice of the 
finding of pins 1 and strong enough to sus- 
ine ecpestes naan os aie 

‘I’m going to put mine out here, very 
end!” weockamat tes, with a flourish of the 
article in question, and a desperate dive for 
the biggest pin in the cushion, but his mother 
lela oeioee gently ones his shoulder, with 

e spoken reminder : 

tone th re, dea habe wherg little Beth’s 
8 ng alw ung, you know.” 

The merry Babel of’ ¥ 


f voices suddenly ceased, 
and the children tapaed to look at r mother 


in a kind of awestrc-ck wonder, as, taking from 
ane Mii’ - ° t she 

by’s favorite pair— 
ened them in the accustomed place, with the 
low-yoiced explanation : 


‘We have no money to build grand memoria 


1 


windows, or to endow hospitals in the name of 
our lost darling, but we can keep her memory 
alive, in our own hearts, at least, in an humbler 


way. Now, Iam going to hang up her stock 


ings just as she did on her last Christmas on 
earth, and we will each contribute something 
out of our own stores, that will make some 
poor children more comfortable and happy on 


this, the world’s great gift day.” 


Mollie slipped her hand into her mother’s, 
and laid her cheek tenderly against her 
mother’s shoulder, while she whispered, with 


a half-suppressed sob: 


“‘O mother, dear! that's a beautiful thought, 
and we'll all be so - to give something to- 
t 


ward dear little Beth’s memorial stocking.” 
The morning saw this promise faithfully ful- 


filled, and it was wonderful, when each one set 
his or her brains to work, what a number of 


poor, neglected children were remembered, and 
provided for out of little Beth’s gift stocking, 

Charlie found that, with a new pair of skates, 
he could spare his old ones for the poor little 
Irish lad round the corner, who never had so 
much as a top or ball that he could call his own. 
Kitty was glad to givea Se. almost as 
g00d as new, tothe crippled girl who always 
sat in her invalid’s chair by the window, and 
watched longingly the gay groups of children 
as they trooped past to school. 

ae picture-books, caps and boots, a 
pair of warm mittens and a knitted scarf for 
the ragged little fellow who shoveled snow for 
the neighborhood, and several lace bags filled 
with candy and nuts, contributed from the 
private store that each had found in his own 
stocking. It was wonderful how much and 
what a variety of things that pair of tiny 
stockings held, for whatever was given in their 
name was supposed to have come from their 
diminutive depths. 

Every one gave freely, and no one felt poorer 
for the lack of what went to comfort those who 
were needy. In Mollie’snew portmonnaie was 
a two-dollar bill, with a slip attached, on which 
was written : ‘‘ For the new gloves that Mollie 
thinks ‘ will make her re, happy.’” 

The little lass laughed good-naturedly, at this 
merry reminder of her own words, and fora few 
minutes was full of happiness over her mother’s 
gift. But sudderly a thoughtful expression 
came over her bright face, and she went silently 
toherroom. Halfan hour later, she came to 
her mother, with a grave face, and the question : 

‘**Can I do as I please with the money you 
gave me?” 

“Certainly,” was the ready reply, and 
Mollie’s grave face was lightened by a bright 
and sunny smile. 

‘**I can buy a cheaper pair of gloves,” she 
said, confidentially, ‘‘and so save out enough 
to buy some grapes for the little sick boy in the 
hospital, who was run over and whose legs 
were broken, that you told me abont.” 

As the mother gladly gave her consent to this 
generous plan, a joy too deep for words filled 
her heart. Her determination was strength- 
ened to make little Beth’s memorial stocking a 
lasting institution in her household, and thus 
to keep alive the name of the dear, little lost 
sister in many a grateful heart, for years after 
that loved form had returned to dust.— Youth's 
Companion. 





She’d Manage the Business. 


“Kin I git Missus Artichoke Jones arrest- 
ed?” queried an aged colored woman at police 
a yesterday. 

“* What for?” asked the sergeant. 

“She has dun frowed mo’ dan fo’ hundred 
dead cats into my darter’s back yard.” 

“Why didn’t your daughter come down and 
complain?” 

Z ase one as folks aoe on her. Hain’t 
got no mo’ grit dan a grasshopper.” 

“ Well, we'll see about it.” 

** Will she go to jail fur ten y'ars?” 

“ Hardly.” 

“Fur five?” 

“*Probably not.” 

“Hu! on’t she go to jail ’tall?” 

“T don’t think so.” 

**Den you jess drap de hull bizness an’ leave 
it tome? I'll go home an’ fling cais into her 
yard ’till she can’t git out doahs! I'll fling fo’ 
hundred—six hundred—hull wagin loads of de 
biggest an’ de deadest cats in de world! You 
dun keep right away! Ize managin’ dis biz- 
ness an’ if I doan’ make Mrs. Jones tired den 

ou kin sot me down fur a child !"—Detroit 
ree Press, 





The Coming Gould. 

A charming story is told by a New York cor- 
respondent about a little boy in New York who 
is iooked upon in his circle as a born financier. 
He makes good his claim to the title by charg- 
ing his little sister 20 per cent. per month for 
loans made her out of his pocket money. What 
a pleasing picture of childhood that is—ot a 
good, sound, practical childhood, certain to 
develop into an energetic business life, with no 
sentimental nonsense about loving one another 
or self-sacrifice in it!—Boston Transcript. 


> 


The Difference. 


Stranger—There seems to be a Sunday law in 
this town. 

Resident—Yes, sir. If you want to get 
shaved, you will have to wait until Monday. 

Stranger—Oh, I don’t want to get shaved, I 
want to get drunk. 

Resident—Come with me, 


et 


Accidental. 


Traveler (in the Indian Territory)—How do 
the folks in Oklahoma manage to live? 

Half Blood—Jest by accident, stranger.— 
Time. 








Space Limited. 
Mr. Bascom~I notice young Timothyseed is 
payn’ consid'able ’tentions to our ’Lizy Jane. 
Do you s'pose there's anything between ‘em ? 
Mrs, Basco™ (who hasn't forgotten old times) 
—Not much, I guess, when they get to settin’ 


on the sofa. 
—_—_— 


She Knew the Grip. 


By a quick shot he had just rescued her from 
the clurches of a bear. 

‘““What were your thoughts when bruin 
commenced to squeeze?” was his inquiry. 

“Oh, Charlie, | thought of you!” 





Why She Did It. 

Adorer (after a rebuke by the old Jady)--I 
didn’t kiss you. I only pretended I was going 
to. Why did you call to your mother? 

Sweet Girl (repentantly)—I—I didn’t know 
she was in the house, 





A Narrow Escape 


“Have you heard the news about Dumley ?” 

**No, what is it?’ 

* His boarding house caught fire last night 
and if he hadn’t acted with great presence of 
mind he would have been dead at this mo- 
ment.” 

** What did he do?” 

“*He awakenei himself just in time to escape 
drowning.”-—Time. 
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HEALTAFUL EXERCISE. 


Only a few months ago these romping, — 
cheeked lasses were puny, delicate, pale, sickly 
irls. By the aid of Dr. Pierce’s world-famed 
favorite at they have blossomed 
out into beautiful, plump, hale, hearty, strong 
young women, 

“Favorite Prescription” is an invigorating, 
restorative tonic and as a regulator and pro- 
moter of functional action at that critical 


— of change from girlhood to woman- 
100d, it is a perfectly safe remedial agent, and 
can produce only good results. It is care- 
fully compounded, by an experienced and 
skillful pbysician, and adapted to woman's 


delicate organization. It is purely vegetable 
in its composition and perfeetly harmless in 
any condition of the system. It imparts 
strength to the whole system. For over- 
worked, * worn-out,” “ run-down,”’ debilitated 
teachers, milliners, dressmakers, seamstresses, 
“ shop-girls,”” housekeepers, nursing mothers, 
and feeble women generally, Dr. Pierce’s 
Favorite Prescription is the greatest earthly 
boon, being unequaled as an appetizing cor- 
dial and restorative tonic. It is the only 
medicine for women, sold by druggists, under 
a positive guarantee from the manufacturers, 
that it will give satisfaction in every case, 
or money will be refunded. This guarantee 
has been faithfully carried out for many years. 


Copyright, 1888, by WORLD'’s D1s. MED. Ass’N. 





SSOO orrerep 


by the manufactur- 
ers of Dr. Sage’s Caiurrh Remedy, tor an 
incurable case of Catarrh in the Head. 


FLORENCE SILK MITTENS 





"i The ENGRAVING show 
AEN latest style Mittens made 
from 


FLORENCE 


Knitting Si 
nitting Silk 
Lined throughout, wrist and 
back, with silk. They make 
a most durable and fashion- 
able article for Ladies’ wear. 

Sent to any address on re- 
ceipt of $2. Colors—Black, 
navy blueand brown. Three 
other patterns, $1.75, $1.65, 
and $1.50 each. 


FLORENCE HOME 
NEEDLE WORK 


1889 
Contains 96 pages, instruct- 
ing you in Netting, Knitting, 
Tatting and Embroidery, 
each subject fully illustrated, 
sent by mail for 6 cents in 
stamps. 


CORTICELLI SILK CO. 


ST. JOHN’4, P. @. 





A Small Concession. 








ll em? 
—Yee'm ; 
Tn) fl it with w i 


sell ’em . 
you What Til do. As you don't look to be a very stren'thy old leddy, 
—Seribner's. 


Elderly Lady (to boy in hardware store)—Hev ye got any o’ them hand bellers for buildin 
mi —Yee'm there's somethin’ nice—twenty-five cents. 
os wa 





A GENUINE LUXURY 


The unspeakable luxury of an easy shoe to all men who suffer with 
tender feet ought tc make Kennedy’s “ English Shoes’ a subject of town- 


talk. 


These are not common ordinary shces. Superior, as all English shoes 


are. 


Those we sell are a peculiar typ2, selec e1 with special reference to 


perfect form and excellence of workmanship. 
In order that we might b2 sure-to fit every form of foot we secured 
seventeen different styles and shapes. A comfortable fit guaranteed. 


‘THos. KENNEDY & Co. 





186 Yonge Street 








‘New Year's Gifts 1800 


WE have now opened 
out full lines of the fol- 
lowing Dressing Cases. 
and Toilet Bags that 
have been bought di- 
rect from the manu- 
facturers at very close 


figures : 





Morocco Dressing Case, containing 5 pieces - - - - $ 2.50 
sé sé 6e sé 10 sé _ a Zs 3.75 
6 é be sé 14 6eé oe > - ‘s 9.00 
ee eé be 6é 18 ee os ~ =~ 12.00 
sé “6 6 sé 22 66 ~ ~ a = 16.00 
“eé “é 6é 6é 25 sé “ * a 25.00 
= - (extra quality) 25 ‘ - - . - 35.00 
‘* Toilet Bags se - - - 50.00 
” ‘(sterling silvertops) 32 ‘‘ : - - - 75.00 


The above are fitted to suit either Lady or Gentleman, and our stock 
We have a choice assortment of otter 
gooas suitable for Xmas and New Year’s presents. 


H. EK. CLARKE & CO. 
105 King Street West 


is not confined to above varieties. 





GURNEY 


HOT WATER HEATING SYSTEM 





SIMPLE, ECONOMICAL, EFFECTIVE 


Unequalled for PUBLIC or PRIVATE Build- 
ings, GREENHOUSES or CONSERVATORIES 


Our system has just been adopted by The 
Mr, COnfederation Life Association for their 
rT new buildings at Winnipeg. 


Tur E.&C.GURNEYCO.Lr. 


494 King Street West, Toronto 





ITTLE 


IVER 
PILLS. 


CURE 


Sick Headache and relieve all the troubles inci- 
dent to a bilious state of the, system, such as 
Dizziness, Nausea, Drowsiness, Distress after 
eating, Pain in the Side, &c. While their most 
remarkable success has been shown in curing 


SICK 


Headache, yet Carter's Lirrtie Liver Pitts 
are equally valuable in Constipation, curing 
and preventing this annoying complaint, while 
they also correct all disorders of the stomach, 
stimulate the liver and regulate the bowels. 
Even if they only cured 


HEA 


Ache they would be almost priceless to those 
who from this Seipereng complaint; 
but fortunately their goodness does not end 
here, and those who once try them will find 
these little pills valuable in so ee ways that 
they will not be willing to do without them. 
But after all sick head 


ACHE 


fs the bane of so many lives that here is where 
we make our great Our pilis cure it 
while others do not, 

Carter's Litr.e Liver Punts are very small 
and very easy to teke. One or two pills make 
Sod pe traf OF Ne gents nes 
n or r 

Mil whe wep thom. "te vials at 25 cents; 








The Latest “Novels 


A LIFE’S REMORSE =. . 
ARMINELL - - . 
** ASTARTE” - «* 


By The Duch « 
By &. Baring Gould 
By Alfred Belvan 





Canadian Copyright Editions 
AT ALL BOOKSTORES 





THE NATIONAL PUBLISHING COMP’Y 


TORONTO 
| 
| 


REMINGTON STANDARD TYPEWRITER 


Its Durability and ease of manipulation are 
| admitted. Recent speed tests have proven it te 
be the fastest writing machine in the world, 


If interested, send for full report 





GEO. BENGOUGH, 36 King Street East 
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TORON1U SATURDAY NIGHT. 





THE Toronto SATURDAY NiGHT 


Editor. 








EDMUND E. SHEPPARD - - 








SATURDAY NIGHT is a twelve-page, handsomely illus- 
trated paper, published weekly and devoted to its readers. 


Office, 9 Adelaide Street West, Toronto. 
TELEPHONE No. 1709. 


Subscriptions will be received on the following terms: 


, Ome Year ......cccececcverecenersceee $2 00 
Six Months ..........0..--eeeeneeeeee 1 ee 
Three Months..... ere re eeses 50 


No subscription taken for less than three months. 
Advertising rates made known on application at the busi- 
nese office. 
HE SHEPPARD PUBLISHING OO. (Luurrap), Proprietors 
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How Poems Grow Into Volumes. 


In a recent number of SaturpAy Nient I 
read a very poetically written article under 
the heading given above. It was a skilful 
example of word painting containing much 
fine and beautiful imagery, but I cannot help 
thinking that the writer but looked at one, 
and that the most idyllic side of the subject. 
It is a matter of regret that but very few of 
the many volumes which are in tbe market 
as poetry and sold as such have had their 
origin in such a delightfully disinterested 
manner. Inacold and prosaic fashion might 
I be allowed to tell Low some other poems 
(zenuine or alleged) grow into volumes. 

A youth, let us say, arrives at that age 
which has come to all of us who have reached 
maturity, when he feels he is not half big 
enough to hold all the poetry that is surging 
tumultuously within him. The rosy-fingered 
dawn lighting up a dew drop poised daintily 
on the velvety petal of a flower, seen and un- 
heeded a thousand times before, now excites 
him to an ecstatic state of mind bordering on 
temporary insanity. The glories of an Autumn 
forest, the tints of an evening sky are pregnant 
with a new meaning to him; and a glance 
at a trim figure or a pretty face, alook from a 
pair of bright eyes, accompanied by a gentle— 
oh, so gentle—sigh makes him lose much valu- 
able sleep. If he be a youth of education, per- 
haps acollege boy, who has read and adored 
Byron or Keats, or Wordsworth or Burns, he 
tries to embody his fancies in verse. He suc- 
ceeds to his own and his friends’ satisfaction. 
He tries them on the editor of a local paper— 
poor man—who publishes them and gets a new 
subscriber. 

Thus encouraged our young friend goes on 
writing and turns out verses which are used 
by papers not over-fastidious in the matter of 
literary merit. Inflated with the flattery of in- 
judicious admirers he tries to soar higher, but 
with little success. The magazines and liter. 
ary journals are too strongly fortified for his 
light armament to effect a breach. He may 
feei, perhaps, that the editors who declined to 
accept his verse had no taste, or he may feel 
that there is a royal road which he has failed 
to discover. After much cogitation he con- 
cludes he must become better known, must get 
his name before the public; and what bet- 
ter method can he adopt than by collecting 
all his poems, publishing them and using his 
book as a mounting block to fame? He gener- 
ally finds his mounting block far too low, how- 
ever, and strives by newspaper puffing and 
other devices, known to the initiated, to raise 
it higher, but rarely with success, and his book 
goes to swell the mass of frothy literature that 
was never worthy of more than an ephemeral 
life. 

This is how too many volumes of verse come 
into existence. They are born in vanity and 
cradled in folly. Though not vad enough for 
utter condemnation they are not good enough 
to warrant preservation and consequently do 
not live. If the reader is young and ambitious 
to shine in the field of letters iet him never 
make the mistake of imagining that, if he has 
genius, there is danger of his becoming “a 
mute, inglorious Milton.” Nothing can conceal 
poetic genius in these days of newspapers and 
magazines. As Oliver Wendell Holmes said: 
**Let the poems be published in the smallest 
and most out of-the-way journal in the country, 
if they have the true ring they will be brought 
to light.” But on the other hand, no amount 
of indiscriminate praise and puffing can infuse 
genius or life into verses where the public can 
find none. CyrNIcus, 








Twilight Tramps. 





The vagabonds, how often they gain admit- 
tance to our homes, and clamor in our not 
unwilling ears their wants and sorrows, 

They come in the twilight, that restful little 
state which lies between the kingdoms of dark 
and duy. They troop around us, when we are 
wearied with the busy doings of the day, and 
sit us down to rest away from the light by 
which we would be sure to read and the friends 
to whom we would be sure to talk. 

Patter, patter comes the sound of little feet, 
pushing, scurrying, half-fearful, yet strangely 
bold, and soon a horde of elfish tramps cluster 
about us. 

Swarming up tbe lane of Remember from the 
meadows of Long Ago where the worn out 
yesterdays are encamped, the wee thought chil- 
dren gather about us and coax in wistful ten- 
derness for our caresses. 

We are not sorry to see them and draw them 
close to us, sometimes chiding them the while, 
never so tenderly. 

The pretty ones we love, and, too, even those 
who are ill favored, gain a share of our atten- 
tion. Memory is impartial, and often, when 
we would not, we review, in spite of resolution, 
something which is not pleasant—something 
which brings a flush of anger to the cheek ora 
tear to the eye. 

Uncanny visitants they are, for they enter 
through closed doors, and curtained windows, 

Hark! a coal falls fro. the grate. 

Some other time, long ago, perhaps, a coal 
fell ia just that way, or-gave just such a glow 
in parting. A jingle of bells, the long drawn 
scream of a locomotive, the patient swinging 
of the clock’s pendulum—each of these noises, 
so strangely loud in the twilight—brings its 
trooping recollections, and we sit gravely 
thoughtful, and fondle the wee faces of our 
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little tramps. They beg to be taken up, and, 
in turn, we gather them to our hearts, and 
listen to their whisper-messages of the yes- 
terdays, crooning dreamily, meanwhile, a low- 
voiced measure of some weird and half-forgot- 
ten song. 

Footsteps sound along the hall. The door 
opens. A spreading ‘tide of pale gas-light rolls 
across the carpet, frightening away the mellow 
rays of the reddened coal, ané chasing the fan- 
tastic dancing shadows into obscure and 
darkened corners. 

The little tramps take fright. They start and 
scurry off in haste and confusion, routed, dis- 
mayed, disappointed. 

We look after them half-regretfully ; they 
heave a sigh and situp. Once more we are in 
the world of reality, and we stir ourselves to 
renewed activity, for our hearts are eased and 
our souls purified by the dear memories of 
other days-— those little twilight tramps. 

F. B. C. 





On Wednesday evening of last week at the 
conversazione of the Ontario Society of Artists 
a short musical programme followed Mr. Ham- 
ilton McCarthy’s lecture on The Epoehs of Art, 
though the effect of both was sadly marred by 
the chatter of the young people who were so 
impatient for the beginning of the mazy dance.’ 
Miss May Fahey gave a very effective render- 
ing of a piano solo, which was followed by 
Mr, Schuch’s singing of Norman's Tower. Mrs. 
D. E. Cameron, who has a very pretty contralto 
voice, then sang The Wide, Wide Sea, followed 
by Miss Alice Waltz, whose effective rendition 
of Tours’ Because of Thee was much admired. 
Mr. D. E. Cameron’s excellent singing of a 
rollicking song, and the stirring duett, I Feel 
Thy Anyel Spirit, by Miss Waltz and Mr. 
Schuch, closed this part of the entertainment 
and liberated the impatient feet of the waiting 


dancers. 
* 


On the following evening the choir of the 
Jarvis street Baptist Church held a service of 
sacred song. This choir has improved very 
much under the watchful care of Mr. A. S. 
Vogt, the organist of the church, and now sings 
with admirable precision and attention to ex- 
pression. Mr. Vogt has worked up a fine rep- 
ertoire, and his choir is full of promise, The 
principal voices in the choir, Miss Horning, 


Miss Morell, Mr. E. Lye and Mr. George Lugs- 


din add much to its efficiency. Organ solos 
were rendered by Mr. Vogt in his usual 
thoughtful and correct manner. Additional 
interest was lent by the excellent singing of 
Mrs. Annie Fralick-Ciark. 


On Saturday afternoon the pupils of Mr. 
J. W. F. Harrison gave a matinee musicale at 
that gentieman’s residence, and performed a 
most creditable programme, assisted by. Mrs. 
Drechsler-Adamson, and Miss Patrick, a young 
lady who has recently arrived here from Ot- 
tawa, and who has a very pleasing contralto 
voice. 





7. 

Several musical events took place on Monday 
evening, one of which was a united service by 
the choirs of St. Philip's, St. Bartholomew’s, 
St. Matthew, and Grace Churches at the first 
named sanctuary, under the direction of Mr. 
H. Guest Collins, organist of that church. The 
forces numbered some ninety voices and gavea 
very effective rendering of a service of sacred 
song, er.titled The Child Jesus, consisting of 
hymns and carols, interspersed with suitable 
anthems sung by the separate choirs. This is 
a move in the right direction, and should be 
more frequently imitated. It creates confidence 
and a healthy and generous emulation, and the 
good habits formed under such a stimulus very 
soon become part of the style of the choirs tak- 
ing part. 


* 

On the same evening the Mendelssohn Quin- 
tette Club gave a soiree in the hall of the 
Toronto College of Music, which was a very 
enjoyavle event, but rather slenderly attended. 
The Club found itself with a fortnight’s holiday 
on its hands at the close of the Hegner concert 
and like sensible men, concluded to spend it 
in our fair city. Some enthusiastic admirers 
arranged for two concerts at the College, the 
first being the one just mentioned, and the 
second taking place last evening, too late for 
notice in this issue. On Monday the pro- 
gramme was opened by Mozart’s clarion- 
ette quintette in A, op. 108, which was ex- 
cellently played, though in the comparatively 
small space the clarionette was a trifle heavy 
for the other instruments. 


Much more pleasing was the closing number, 
a movement from the C minor quintette, op. 28, 
by Franz Ries, a work full of vigor and origin- 
ality, which was played by strings alone, The 
violoncellist of the club, Mr. Max Droge, was 
heard here for the first time, and proved him- 
self a thorough artist. With a good, full tone, 
a fine instrument and artistic taste, Mr. Droge 
is a decided atquisition to the strength of the 
club, Mr, Obliger played the Sarasate fantasia 
on themes from Faust in fine style, with vigor 
and feeling. A piano trio by Beethoven, op. 1, 
was played by Mr. Field, Mr. Ohliger and Mr. 
Droge. Mr. Field played delightfully, but I 
could not help receiving the impression that 
the other gentlemen were playing prima vista, 
or very nearly so. Mr. Field also gave a fine 
rendering of Liszt's Second Rhapsody, and 
altogether showed that he has not allowed his 
talents to rust since his return to his old 


home. 
+ 


On the same evening the United Orange 
Lodges gave a concert in the Pavilion under 
Mr. Warrington’s direction which was well at- 
tended. The artists who took part were Mrs. 
Caldwell, Mrs, Mackelcan, Mr. Sims Richards, 
Mr. Warrington and Mr. W. E. Ramsay. 


On Tuesday evening, by the kindness of Mr, 
Paul Szeliski, the Mendelssohn Quintette Club 
and its friends were treated to a symposium of 
music and other good things at the Arlington 
Hotel, and a thoroughly enjoyable evening was 
celebrated, 


* 
Miss Marie C. Strong recently sang at a 
musicale given in Grace Methodist Church, 


ens 


Brampton, and met with the warm applause 
of the audience and with the thorough appre- 
ciation of the local press, 


The Christmas holidays have given some of 
the musical fraternity a weleome opportunity 
to seek a change by means of a little traveling. 
Mrs. Agnes Thomson returned to town a week 
ago; Miss Hillary went to New York to hear 
German opera, and to select music for her new 
society; Mr. A. S. Vogt went to Boston and 
New York to gather the great and good in 
music in those centers, and we in Torgnto are 
visited by Miss Elwell, A. R. A. M., and Mr. 
Henry Jacobsen, both of the musical faculty of 
Wells Ladies’ College, Aurora, N. Y. : 


A kind husband, a good father, and a most 
admirable artist has joined the silent majority. 
Alonzo Stoddart died in Boston a few days ago, 
of typhoid fever. He died as he would have 
wished, in harness, being at the time con- 
nected with the Emma Juch Opera Com- 
pany, playing in that city. Mr. Stod- 
dart was a _ great favorite in Toronto, 
having for many years been the ‘favorite 
baritone of the Philharmonic Society until 
his connection with the National Opera 
Company made oratorio engagements impossi- 
ble. Many friends and admirers in Toronto 
will regret his untimely demise as he died in 
the prime of life and in the fulness of his 
activity. His last appearance in this city 
was a memorable one, when he appeared as 
Ricardo in Un Ballo in Maschera a year ago, 
giving one of the most dramatic performances 
ever witnessed in Toronto. METRONOME, 





The Drama. 


Anyone who has the opportunity or the curi- 
osity to look into the dramatic papers that 
record the comings and goings, the business 
or the lack of it, of the army of theatrical com- 
panies that is at present engaged in the im- 
portant business of amusing the people of this 
continent, will probably be surprised to find in 
what excellent amusements the people of To- 
ronto, with the able assistance of our local 
managers, are in the habit of indulging. 
When it is remembered that the base of 
operations of this army is New York and 
that between New York and Toronto there is a 
line of fortifications, formidable to theatrical 
people, in the shape of custom houses, the 
excellence of our amusements is still morea 
matter of wonder. If we have as good attrac- 
tions at our theaters as Buffalo or Detroit 
people have, it is more to our credit, for we 
have to pay more for them. I do not say the 
people of those cities would not be equally en- 
terprising if they were on this side of the line. 
But the fact remains that, notwithstanding 
this wal! of tariff-, Torontoimports artists who 
are away up in their profession, artists who 
are in fact at the very head of their profession 
and, whatis more, we keep them with us with 
but few exceptions fora week. Toronto may 
in some things shows signs of backwoods 
breeding, but in the dramatic branch of art she 
is keeping abreast, if not ahead, of most cities 
of her age and size. Let us pat ourselves on 
the back. We deserve it. All through the 
season bright star follows bright star in lumin- 
ous succession until with much star gazing 
the weary dramatic critic is dazed and hails an 
erratic comet with a savage delight. 


This week Rose Coghlan has appeared at the 
Grand in a repertoire of which the opening 
number was Forget Me Not. This play was 
presented here last by Genevieve Ward and 
her company five or six years ago. It is a 
strong emotional play, well constructed and of 
absorbing interest. The leading character is 
the-Countess de Mohrivart, the widow of the 
keeper of a notorious Parisian gambling heil, 
who had been murdered by a young Corsican 
whom he had ruined. The son of the Countess 
had, before his death, married into a respect- 
able English family and had to a certair. 
extent disowned his parents. But at the 
time of his marriage he was under the age of 
twenty-five and according to a French law the 
marriage of persons under age was null unless 
the consent of parents could be proven. Inthe 
case of the son of the gambling house keepers 
this could not be done and the fact was used 
by the Countess de Mohrivart as a lever to 
force the family of her son’s wife to take her 
under their wing at Rome and introduce her to 
society, that she might by her charms ‘‘catch” 
some wealthy man and replenish her exhausted 
purse. Sir Horace Welby, who had been a vic- 
tim of the Countess’ charms in his youth and 
was now in love with another sister of the fam- 
ily into which the Countess’ son had married, 
endeavored by his previous knowledge of her 
life to thwart her purpose. But all his plans 
and threats were successfully opposed by the 
finesse of the daring advencuress, until he 
finally discovered the Corsican who had mur- 
dered her husband and whose single purpose 
in life was to wreak the same vengeance on the 
woman who lured him to destruction. On ac- 
count of his good conduct this man had been 
released from the galieys, to which he had been 
sentenced. He thought the Countess de Mohri- 
vart was dead. The Countess knew that if 
he found her alive she would share her hus- 
band’s fate. Therefore, when Sir Horace 
showed her the man who was thirsting for her 
blood, she was furced to acknowledge herself 
beaten. Overwhelmed by physical fear, when 
all else had failed, she was allowed by Sir 
Horace Welby to depart after she had signed 
the papers legalizing her son’s marriage, so that 
she could never trouble them again. 


The character of Stepanie Countess de 
Mobrivart is strong because it pictures an ex- 
treme. She is a woman who has by merit 
been raised to a ‘‘bad eminence.” It is the 
strength of genius misapplied and beauty mis- 
directed. There is the flash of reckless daring 
that forces admiration even when it is per- 
verted to accomplish wrong and to resist the 
triumph of justice. The dramatists’ skill is 
shown in the felicitous phrasing of the dia. 
logue and the gradual and well sustained de- 
velopment of the plot. The former constitutes 
an important feature of the play as the inter- 
est centers largely in the logomachy between 
the scheming Countess and Sir Horace. 

* 


It is almost needless to say that Miss Coghlan 


impersonated the leading character in a finished ; heavier ones, 


and skilful! manner. However repulsive the 
character may have been to some, the student 
of the play had to observe that her performancé 
was the result of close study. The bravado and 
daring of a woman accustomed to intrigue and 
simulation could be seen glossing over the 
emotions and instinct of a woman, with all a 
woman's weaknesses, Even the lounging and 
careless attitudes and the cigarette smoking 
were there to mark the dame of the free and easy 
world. The weakest part of Miss Coghlan’s 
work was, I thought, in the parts calling for im- 
passioned declamation. Her support is very 
good. z 

Mr. John T. Sullivan as Sir Horace Welby 
gave a very satisfactory performance. Mr. E. 
Tom Weber, Mr. G. Herbert Leonard, Miss 
Helen Bancroft and Miss Alice Fairbrother are 
all fairly clever. On account of going to press 
a day earlier this week I am unable to notice 
any of her other performances here. This 
afternoon she plays Peg Woffington and to- 
night will appear in London Assurance. 


All Toronto will doubtless flock to the Grand 
Opera House next week to see the Kendals. 
Their fame has long preceded them and the 
attraction will be a novelty to many Toronton- 
ians who have never been in London, or who, 
if they have, have never seen one of the most 
celebrated actresses on the English stage. Mrs, 
Kendal is as celebrated in the social world of 
England as she is in the theatrical world, and 
she enjoys the unique distinction of being 
the only actress who was ever requested 
to play before her Majesty, the Queen. 
On this their first visit to America much curi- 
osity was expressed as to whether the style 
which was so captivating to the English pu blic 
would be equally well appreciated by Ameri- 
cans. Their first appearance in New York was 
therefore looked for with much interest. It 
turned out that the Kendal’s art was not for a 
local section, but for all English speaking 
people. Their American tour has thus far been 
a succession of triumphs both socially and his- 
trionically, and there is no doubt that Toronto 
will give them the hearty welcome accorded 
to them everywhere they have appeared. On 
Monday, Tuesday, Wednesday matinee and 
Friday they will play A Scrap of Paper. On 
Wednesday, Thursday and Saturday matinee, 
The Ironmaster. On Saturday evening, The 
Queen’s Shilling. 


This week at the Toronto Opera House 
Mr. Hamilton Harris, supported by a 
pretty fair company, has been playing 
the well-known melo-crama, In the Ranks. 
The piece is a well-constructed play of its 
kind, and was at one time a great favor- 
ite with the theater-going public. Like 
many other good things it has become some- 
thing of a chestnut, and does not attract the 
same people that used to see it. The company 
playing it here this week have been pretty well 
patronized. Of its members Mr. Hamilton 
Harris takes the lead, and is ably assisted by 
Mr. Fred C. Brooks as Joe Buzzard, and Miss 
Rachelle Renard as Ruth Herrick. The scenery 
is a taking feature of the show. 















































Kellar, the magician, has done a fair week's 
business at the Academy of Music. As a 
necromancer Kellar has perhaps not a rival in 
America. His show is a first-class one of its 
kind and it has the advantage of being a de- 
cided novelty here at the present time. To 
those interested in the mysterious and the 
seemingly inexplicable, and their name is 
legion, an evening spent with Kellar and his 
assistants is one to be remembered. In the space 
at my disposal it is impossible to adequately 
describe a'l the tricks performed ; and if I did 
so, it would simply be an uninteresting repeti- 
tion of what has been read before by everyone. 
In reading descriptions of the performances ot 
Indian jugglers one instinctively thinks that 
they are pretty tough yarns to give credence 
to, and there is always a mental reservation, 
more or less pronounced, which expressed in 
language amounts to this, ‘“‘If I were there I 
think I could detect how they do them.” 
The interest in these tricks lies in the 
confusion of the senses induced by seeing 
them not in reading descriptions of how 
they are performed. The most interesting 
features of Kellar’s show are the mind reading 
done by himself and Charles and Martha Steen, 
the well known cabinet scene perfected and 
made famous by the Davenport brothers, and a 
dark seance in which two guitars are made to 
fly through the air in a magical sort of way, 
tinkling music as they fly about. 





Learning His Name, 


Recently a Liverpool man used the telegraph 
in an odd way. A visitor whom he had met 
frequently in Manchester stepped into his 
office. It was business as well as inclination 
to be exceedingly cordial to the Manchesterian, 
but for the life of him he could not recall his 
visitor’s name. In the midst of the conversa- 
tion the Liverpool man was reminded of a tele- 
gram he had forgotten to send. Pulling outa 
eam he sent the following to his Manchester 

ouse : 

“What's the name of Jenkin’s head man? 
Can't recall it. He is here.” 

They chatted away for half an hour, when 
the answer came, It read: 

** Simpkins,” 

**And now, Mr. Simpkins, it is about time 
for lunch.” said the Liverpool man, *‘ We'll go 
over to the club. I want you to meet some 
friends of mine there.” 

_——_+o____— 


’ A Bet Well Lost. 


At the last rehearsal of Meyerbeer’s Crusader, 
Rossini was present and congratulated his 
brother composer on the beautiful effect. 
Somehow Meyerbeer feit very low-spirited 
~ gupreeage his fears lest the piece should 
all flat. 

“Tut, tut!” said Rossini, “Ill bet you a 
hundred louis it will be a brilliant success |” 

“Done!” replied the composer. During the 
pertoomenre Rossini occupied a prominent seat 
n the first row of stalis and loudly applauded 
each passage. With the example of the emi- 
nent Italian before them, who among the 
audience would have dared to give the least 
sizn of disapproval? The opera fairly brought 
down the house, and Meyerbeer was calied 
repeadedly before the curtain. Next morning 
Rossini received an envelope containing the 
amount of the bet and a letter expressing 
Meyerbeer’s satisfaction at losing the wager. 





Heavier Ones Needed. 


Gazzam—I see that a lighthouse on the sh 
of jake Michigan has been blown away vw '. 
gale, 

Mrs. Gazzam—-Well I think the Government 
vught to stop building light houses and build 


coffee?” asked the doctor. 
healthiest. Ic contains all the elements of the 
human blood.” 





A Swimmer’s Dream. 





£ 

Dawn is dim on the dark soft water, 

Soft and passionate, dark and sweet. 
Love’s own self was the deep sea’s daughter, 

Fair and flawless from face to feet. 
Hailed of all when the world was golden, 
Loved of lovers whose names beholden 
Thrill men’s eyes as with light of olden 

Days miore glad than their flight was filet. 


So they sang: but for men that love her, ° 
Souls that hear not her word in vain, 
Earth beside her and heaven above her 
Seem but shadows that wax and wane. 
Softer than sleep's are the sea’s care:ses, 
Kinder than love's that betrays and blesses, 
Blither than spring’s when her flowerful tresses 
Shake forth sunlight and shine with rain. 


All the strength of the waves that perish 
Swells beneath me and laughs and sighs, 

Sighs for love of the life they cherish, 
Laughs to know that it lives and dies, 

Dies for joy cf its life, and lives 

Thrilled with joy that its brief death gives 

Death whose laugh or whose breath forgives, 
Change that bids it subside and rise. 


Il. 
Hard and heavy, remote but nearing, 
Sunless hangs the severe sky's weight, 
Cloud on cloud, though the wind be veering, 
Heaped on high to the sundawn’s gate. 
Dawn and even and noon are one, 
Veiled with vapor and void of sun ; 
Naught in sight or in fancied hearing 
Now less mighty than time or fate. 


The gray sky gleamed and the gray seas glimmer, 
Pale and sweet as a dream’s delight, 

As a dream’s where darkness an‘ light seem dimmer, 
Touched by dawn or subdued by night. 

The dark wind, stern and sut lime and sad, 

Swings the rollera to westward, clad 

With lustrous shadow that lures the swimmer, 
Lures and lulls him with dreams of light. 


Light; and sleep, and delight, and wonder, 
Change, and rest, and a charm of cloud, 

Fill the world of skies wherewn der 
Heaves and quivers and pants aloud 

All the world of the waters, hoary 

Now, but clothed with its own live glory, 

That mates the lightning and mocks the thunder 
With light more living and word more proud. 


m1, 
Far off westward, whither sets tha sounding strife, 
Strife more sweet than peace, of shoreless waves whose 
glee 
Scorns the shore and loves the wind that leaves them 
free, 
Strange as sleep and pale as death and fair as life, 
Stifts the moonlight-colored sunshine oa the sea. 


Toward the sunset’s goal the sunless waters crowd, 
Fast cs autumn days toward winter: yet it seems 
Here that autumn wanes not, here that woods and 


streams 
Lose not heart and change not likeness, chilled and 

b.wed, 
Warped and wrinkled: here the days are fair as 

dreams, 


IV. 
O russet-robed November, 
What ails chee so to smile ? 
Chill August, pale September. 
Endured a woful while. 
And fell as falls an ember 
From forth a flameless pile ; 
But golder.-girt November 
Bids all she looks on smile. 


The lustrous foliage, waning 
As wanes the morning moon, 
Here falling, here refraining, 
Outbraves the pride of June 
With statelier semblance, feigning 
No fear lest death be soon ; 
As though the woods thus waning 
Should wax to meet the moon. 


As though, when field: lie stricken 
By gray De:ember's breath, 

These lordlier growths that sicken 
And die for fear of death 

Should feel the sense requicken 
Tnat hears what springtide saith 

And thrills for love, spring-stricken 
And pierced with April's breath. 


The keen white-winged north-easter 
That stings and spurs the sea, 
Doth yet but feed and feast her 
With glowing sense of glee ; 
Calm chain d her, storm released her, 
And storm's glad voice was he ; 
South-wester or north-easter. 
Thy winds rejoice the sea. 


Vv. 


A dream, a dream is it all; the season, 
The sky, the water, the wind, the shore ? 
A day-born dream of divine unreason. 
A marvel moulded of sleep, no more ? 
For the cloud-like wave that my limbs while cleaving 
Feel as in slumber beneath them heaving, 
Soothes the sense as to slumber, leaving 
Sense of naught that was known of yore. 


A purer passion, a lordlier leisure, 

A peace more happy than lives on land, 
Fulfiis with pulse of diviner pleasure 

The dreaming head and the stee: ing hand. 
T lean my head to the cold gray pillow, 
The deep soft swell of the full broad billow, 
And close mine eyes for delight past measure, 
And wish the wheel of the world would stand. 


The wild-winged hour that we fain would capture 
Falis as from heaven that its light feet clomb, 
So brief, eo soft, and full the rapture 
Was felt that ecoothed me with sense of home. 
To sleep, to swim, and to dream forever, 
Such joy the visioa of man saw never ; 
For here too soon wil] a dark day sever 
Tae sea-bird’s wing from the sea- wave's foam. 


A dream, and more than a dream, and dimmer 
Atonce and brighter than dreams that flee, 

The moment's joy of the seaward swimmer 
Ahides, remembered as truth may be. 

Not all the joy and not all the glory 

Must fade as leaves when the woods wax hoary ; 

For there the dowas and the woodiands glimmer, 
And here to south of them swelis the sea. 

— ALGsRNON Swinsunye In N. Y. Sun. 





Did Not Want Gore. 


“Why. will you persist in drinking tea and 
** A milk diet is the 


“Very trae.” replied Boggs, cuuewing a 


third cup of coffee ; “ but then, 
soe binedchinner ne a eae 


RO 
—_—_—_— 
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Noted People. 


Gladstone, the Grand Old Man—and, re- 
cently, the Strong Man of the English comic 
papers—will celebrate his eightieth birthday 
on Sunday, December 29. 

The Prince of Wales rushed down to London 
afew weeks ago and, settling amicably, with 
protherly kindness, the little coolness between 
himselt and the Duke of Edinburgh, bore that 
gentleman ard his duchess in triumph to 
Sandringham, 

The Sultan, upon hearing of Dom Pedro’s ab- 
dication, clutched his sceptre still more firmly, 
felt about for his royal prerogatives and, to win 
some not over-loyal hearts, ordered the pay- 
ment of salaries which had been long unat- 
tended to. 

Poor Mary Anderson has been scolded by her 
grandfather for not going on the stage at once. 
He does not think her ill, but she won't stir at 
present. She is, however, studying again now, 
and expects at an early date to produce The 
Tempest as it has never yet been produced. 


Daniel Webster, long sighted as he was in 
some respects, is reported as having said, fifty 
years ago, that the region then known as 
Oregon, was ‘‘so far-off that it could never be 
governed by the United States, and that a 
delegate from it to Congress would not reach 
Washington till a year after the expiration of 
his term.” 

Mrs. George Archibald is the pen name of a 
graceful American writer of poetry, and also 
some attractive prose. Her maiden name was 
Anne Campbell, and marrying George A. 
Palmer, when about twenty-six, she took the 
first part of his name as a pseudonym. Mrs. 
Archibald is said to be at her best in her 

_stories for children, and a book—her first—will 
be issued shortly by a New York firm. 


Edward Bellamy, author of Looking Back. 
ward and founder of the Nationalist party, is 
described as a wiry-looking man still in his 
thirties. There are a few strands of silver in 
his dark hair, and his face is illumined by a 
pair of brown eyes. Mr. Bellamy was born in 
the little village of Chicopee Falls, Massachu- 
setts, where he stiil lives. 

Anna Teresa Berger, the leading woman 
cornetist of the world, is now performing in 
London. At her lodgings she has a small room 
fitted up with padded walls and ceiling and 
draped doors, and there she practises night 
and day on the gold and silver cornets that 
have been presented to her by her admirers. 


Meissonier, the French painter, is seventy- 
nine old, and wears the head of a patriarch. 
He is well off, bit not wealthy. His house in 
Paris was built by him, and is fitted up in 
artistic style and filled with beautiful things. 
M. Meissonier has written his memoirs, which 
will not be published until after death. 

Edward Strauss, the brother of Johann, the 
famous waltz writer, is coming to this country 
with his orchestra. He is said to be a mag- 
netic leader, and not unlike a magnetic eel 
in the way he capers around the platfurm 
with his violin, using his bow for a baton, or to 
scratch a note here and there, just to show his 
men how it ought to be done. 

Margherita, the beloved Queen of the Italians, 
is still young and fair, but, much to her dis- 
may, growing very stout. Some time ago she 
suffered a great deal from dyspepsia, and the 
medicine for its cure has effected the unwel- 
come change. Her Majesty resolutely declares 
that however much she may suffer from dy3- 
pepsia in the future, nothing will induce her 
to take the same remedy. 

‘‘The Queen of Spain is about to marry,” cries 
one paper. ‘“* The Queen of Spain has no such 
intention,” retorts the other. This has been 
going on for some time, until a wiseacre assures 
us now that the Queen herself declares the 
report wrong. She is too devoted a mother to 
anger her people, and thus risk the stability of 
her baby son's crown. 








Just Do Your Best. 


The sign is bad when folks commence 
A-fiadin’ fault with Providence 

And balkin’ cau-e the earth don’t shake 
At ev’ry prancin’ step they take. 

No man is great till he can see 

How less than little he would be 

If stripped to self, and stark and bare, 
He hung his sign out anywhere. 


My doctern is to lay asite 
Contentions and be saticfied ; 
Just do your best, and praive er blame 
That follers that counts just the same. 
I've allus noticed great success 
Is mixed with troubles, more or less. 
And it’s the man who does the best 
That gets more kicks than ail the rest. 
—James W. River. 


"Varsity Chat. 


The Glee Club sent a distinguished contingent 
to the Central Methodist Church apron sale 
last Friday evening. I say distinguished, for 
there were gathered ex-Hon, President J. E. 
Jones, B. A., ’88; ex-President R. J. Gibson, 
B. A., 89, and Hon. President Newton Kent, 
B. A., LL. B., beauty and chivalry. Unader- 
graduates were represented by Messrs. W. H. 
Graham, Fawell, D. Donald and Casey Wood, 
all resident citizens, Other members of the 
ciub are at their distant homes giving the only 
true and original interpretation to the college 
songs which the song book has made known far 
and wide, 








The term just closed has been quietly event- 
ful. Three new professors have been added to 
the staff, men whose youth seems to guarantee 
to them many years of usefulness and forma- 
tive influence. Tosome extent, at least, chance 
enters into the appointment of men wholly or 
partially unknown to us except by reputation, 
but I think it is safe to say that the choice in 
each case could not have been more fortunate. 
Academically speaking Professors Alexander 
and Hume are bone of our bone and flesh of 
our flesh, Professor Baldwin though not of 
Ourselves in the same sense may yet feel assured 
that his appointment by the powers that be 
Secures for him a brother’s welcome, He need 
have no fears of a lack of co-operation on the 
Part of his students, So far the in pression 
he has made has been most favorable, both 
scholastic and social. 


Professor Baldwin will deliver his inaugural 


lecture on the afternoon of the second Tuesday 
in January. 


* 

For next term at the Modern Language Club 
an afternoon on Browning is promised by Prof. 
Alexander. This will be an exceptional oppor- 
tunity to hear an authority ona poet who has 
been the subject of very various criticism. 
Some people cannot see anything in Browning's 
poetry to justify his exalted reputation. Per- 
haps Prof. Alexander could open their eyes, 


It is proposed in the club to publish all 
essays and papers read before it which are con- 
sidered to be of sufficient merit to warrant the 
distinction. This is a move in the right direc. 
tion because of the increased care in writing 
which it will cause. If it be urged that re- 
jectsd essays will humiliate hard working 
authors, then this feeling merely argues a false 
pride, not the sentiment of students willing to 


learn, 
* 


It is perhaps not generally known that the 
College Y. M. C, A. supports a missionary in 
Corea, Mr. J. S. Gale, B. A. Recently a 
portrait of him in crayon has been secured by 
the association, and is now to be seen on the 
eastern wall of the main assembly room. The 
likeness is decidedly good, but it will not be 
long when those who knew him personally will 
be very few nereabouts, 


A goodly company of enthusiasts gathered 
the other evening to do honor to Mr. J. G. 
Witton, B.A., ’88, the late fellow in physics, 
before his departure for Cornell. Full and 
free was the fun and jolly the jokes which kept 
the party together until the morning hours 
were not 80 very wee and sma’. 


Sergeant McKim's troubles are over for a 
few days only to begin again with lectures. 
The kindly old man is a true type of the Irish 
pensioner who has served his Queen and coun- 
try welland knows a gentleman when he sees 
him. We wish him a joyous holiday season. 


A committee representing the various class 
societies has been drafted to prepare a year 
book. I am not informed as to the precise 
character and objects of the forthcoming vol- 
ume. There is nothing objectionable about a 
year book, per se, quite the contrary ; but if the 
book in question is to supersede the class year 
books, it is, to say the least, decidedly uncon- 


stitutional. 
7° 


Mr. Harry Senkler, B.A., '89, spent a few 
hours in the corridors on Saturday. Those of 
us who happened to be about were more than 
glad to see him. NEMo. 





The Belated Elf. 


The Wind was growling and grumbling, 
moaning and howling; doing anything to re- 
gain his ascendency in Nature, but mortals 
had grown tired of him and were longing for 
snow and ice and hail and frost and Christmas, 
The last was very near, but as yet his heralds 
had not appeared. 

Suddenly the Wind espied a tiny, brown, 
shivering ball of down, which his lightest 
breath sent hither and thither, now into the 
air, now skimming along the bare, hard ground, 
now into a somewhat sheltered corner, where 
it would vainly try to remain. He was becom- 
ing rather interested in this fluffy plaything, 
and when he heard a very small voice from the 
inside, he grew still more so. 

‘Oh! do please let me rest.” There it was, 
distinctly, and, as in his excitement he blewa 
bit harder, the plea was repeated. He paused, 
lifted the strange thing and gently removed 
the soft blanket 6f down. 

There lay a Flower Elf, looking so blue and 
miserable with cold and hunger. that the great, 
well-fed Wind burst into a hilarious shout of 
glee. 

** Well, my gigantic young friend, how is it 
that I find you here at this time of year?” 

*“*T loitered and was left behind,” cried the 
fairy. ‘Oh! blow me South! Good Father 
Wind, pray blow me South! To the sweet, 
sunny, genial South, where are gone all my 
comrades and my Queen.” So spoke the little 
pleader, and it sorely grieved his hearer's 
heart to watch the gradual dying away of 
hope in the poor, pinched face as he 
answered, “‘ Ah, little one, I cannot, I may not. 
I am blowing from the East, cold and tempest- 
uous, and in my icy grasp your frail body 
would perish.” ~ 

The elf was about to break forth in lamenta- 
tion, but at that moment a little girl hastened 
by, chasing her hat and exclaiming something, 
by no means complimentary to the poor old 
Wind. He heard the complaint, and, for an 
irstant forgetting the elf in sorrow for his own 
ill luck, heaved a mighty sigh which sent the 
unfortunate mannikin fluttering away, away 
into the ar.as of a tall, grand pine. Immedi- 
ately there arose the noise of whispering and 
wonderment among the younger trees, and 
eager bendings of the stately heads to see this 
odd morsel so suddenly blown into their midst. 
But the kingly Fir, in whose clasp he rested, 
silenced all questionings and, swayed by the 
Wind, softly cradled his foster babe to repose 
and warmtb. 

That night the weary, wee fairy slept in the 
embrace of the Father Pine, and surely no 
sleep on cushioned couch could have been 
deeper or healthier. The subtle fragrance of 
the fir trees was inhaled at every breath and 
the gentle night breeze, laden with odorous 
balm, wafted his pillow toand fro. He awoke 
at last, to find the Sun beaming down on the 
Earth newly clad in her pure, white robe. 

He looked about in amazement, put his hand 
on the spotless flakes, drew it back hastily as 
the cold quivered through his fragile body, and 
then almost felt inclined to weep, had not the 
Sun smiled so brightly and the sparrows 
twittered so merrily and the Snow lain so 
sparkling. ‘‘ What is itt” he queried, in an 
awed whisper to the Pine. ‘‘ What is this 
white, soft mantle that covers the flowerless 
earth and so kindly hides the ravages made by 
the Frost Prince? 

“Last night,” replied the Pine, ‘‘as King 
Sun was retiring in high dudgeon behind the 
dense cloud-portals, his ermine train was 
caught between the closing rollers and the 
fragments shat fluttered down to this earth, 
mortals call snow.” 

Before the bright queeeey was many hours 






























(Have a little more of the mackerel, Mr. De 
Watkins—do !) 
moving in the very best society—my Aunt 
Mary— (she dined here one day—a stout lady in 
green silk, and wearing a great many diamonds 
—you remember her, Mr. Smythe)—well, she is 
connected by marriage with the Astors of New 
York, and they visit to and fro frequently. 
Well, as I was saying, being always used to 
the bong-tong, as you might say, and never 
having been‘inside of a boarding house in my 
life, I was simply aghast at the idea. 
(Mr. Joggsley, that coffee is the best Java in 
the market, as my grocer will tell you if you'll 
take the trouble to stop at his store on your 
way downtown.) Well, the girls favored the 
idea, too—they always take their par’s side of 
every question—and it did seem a pity to leave 
all those big rooms empty, with the moths eat- 
ing up all the elegant furniture (I am glad that 
my remarks strike you as humorous, Mr. Cash- 
ton), so I finally consented to receive a few 
select parties. 
ey ag ever get fully reconciled to the 


idea,” 
WHY MRS, WEEDS ACCEPTS A FEW FIRST-CLASS 


hit on the left temple with 
never regain 
if I ever wanted to see aay 
kind of morbid like. I used to sit up in my 
room alone all day long, and do nothin’ but 
ery. I wasted away till \ 
(Yes, Mr. Huxter, I have got well over it, I'm 
thankful to say.) ‘ : 
doctor, * yen ss gos to do somethin’, or you'll go 
t decline. ’ 
ont wb * and congenial society.’ * Oh, don’t talk 
t society,’ 
\ everthelean,’ “Sage he, ‘you must have it. 


TORONTO SATURDAY NIGHT. 


old, the elf had learned to love the tall, wide 
Sweeping pines. He paused in eager question- 
ings to listen to the faint, melodious whispers 
of the wind stirred branches, to wonder at 
their strength and beauty, to note their kindly 
sheltering of all who needed it, and, as the 
snow lay heavy on them, their wondrous con- 
trasts of light and darkness. 

But ere the day had given place to night, a 
sorrow fell on the brave little company, stand- 
ing so royally erect in the clear, frosty sun- 
shine. One of their number was chosen for a 
Christmas tree and already the sharp, cruel axe 
was at its foot, and the peerless young gallant 
had murmured his farewells. ‘“ All good go 
with thee!” cried the Father Pine, as the first 
blow was given. 

““You go to make others joy!” as the steel 
cut deep at the second blow. 

“A right true heart, my comrade!” as the 
merciless metal sank at the third blow. 

‘““Tis not for long!” as at the fourth, the 
victim lay prone athwart the path. 

There was along, lingering, sobbing movement 
a3 the poor, lifeless tree was carried away, and 
the lonely Wind shrieked loud in sympathy as 
he bent and straightened the tapering pine- 
tops. 

But no one noticed that the tiny stranger 
had leaped upon a branch of the fallen tree, 
was now nestling down in a remote nook and 
being born whithersoever his new chosen ref- 
uge was taken. 

Down long, endless streets,: past glaring 
mansions, through throngs of hurrying, noisy, 
happy mortals, whose loud voices caused the 


timid flower-elf to shrink farther back into his 
secluded resting-place, and at last between the 
doors of a great, warmly-lighted house, in 
which 
wealth and happiness, 
roomy hall a curtain was drawn and the elfin 
peeping through caught a glimpse of color and 
beauty, which gladdened his eyes. 


everything spoke of luxury and 


At one end of the 


Roses, whose dreamy perfume intoxicated 


his senses with old, re-found delights ; lilies, 
whose stately purity aroused in him visions of 
@ past glorious summer and flowers he had 
known, and flowers he had loved, and with one 
fluttering, flashing sweep of wing, he was 
buried in a crimson, glowing blossom, all pain, 
all cold, all sorrow forgotten, and as the bells 
that night pealed out a glad and clamorous 
greeting to the monarch of holidays, he softly 
caressed a new-born Christmas blossom, echo. 
ing ‘In truth, a Merry Christmas!” F. T. M. 








Trinity Talk. 
Mr. J. G. Carter-Troop is still occupying his 





rooms in residence, the work neccessary for the 
Christmas number of the Review having pre- 
vented his taking advantage of the vacation 
sooner. 
month in Montreal, 


He will spend the remainder of the 


Another name has been added to Trinity’s 


list of double firsts. Mr. H. H. Bedford-Jones 
has secured the ccveted honors ata special ex- 
aminaiion held before Christmas; owing to an 
unfortunate illness during October, Mr. Bed- 
ford-Jones was unable to complete his exam: 
ination in honor classics, but this special ex 
amination has given him his high standing, 
and he is to be heartily congratulated on his 
great success, 


* 


Mr. Cyril McGee, ’88, has been appointed 


mathematical master at Trinity College School, 
and not Mr. Hague as was before stated. Mr. 
McGee is a double honor man, and will no 
doubt make a thorough and efficient master. 


. 


A.grant of fifty dollars has been made the 


cricket club, to aid in the much needed repairs 
on the cricket-crease. The ground last year 
was in a shocking condition, and it was with 
the greatest difficulty that pitches were se- 
cured, even for the home matches that were 
played ; but it is to be hoped that this sum, 
together with the surplus which is in the 
treasury, will go a good way towards improv- 
ing the ground, and Trinity’s pitches may 
compare favorable with those given by other 
Toronto clubs. 


CaEcus. 





Why They Take Boarders. 


WHY MRS. HASH- 
a. LEIGH RE- 
CEIVES THEM. 


HEN we first 
moved into this 
big house, Mr. 
Hashleigh says 
to me: ‘Why 
not take some 
boarders?’ he 
says: ‘There's 
twice as much 
room as we need 
for ourselves,’ 
he says; ‘and we 
might utilize it,’ 
he says. Well, 
~ can imagine 
ow horrified I 
was at the idea. 





Being always accustomed to 


ut I don’t suppose my con- 


PEOPLE. 
“Fora while after Mr. Weeds died—he was 


a beer-glass and 
ed consciousness—I didn’t feel as 
body again. I got 
was a mere shadow. 
*Mrs. Weeds,’ says the 
What you want,’ says he, ‘is 


I says, ‘] am past all that.’ 


Useful 


in Death. 





Mrs. 0’ Toole (calling)—Phwere did yez be afther gittin’ the foine switch, Mrs, O’Grady? 
Mrs, O’Grady—Shure, an’ when the poor billy-goat died I cut aff the whiskers av him an’ its 


the illigant switch it do be making, 





Now,’ says he, ‘why don’t you take a few 
boarders, just for company?’ Well, you could 
have knocked me down with a feather. Me 
take boarders! The idea seemed laughable at 
first. ‘I know the money wouldn’t be any 
object to you, of course,’ says the doctor, ‘ but 
still you could bring yourself to accept it, and 
ou’d get what would be an object—refined and 
ntellectual companionshir.’ Well, at first I 
wouldn’t listen to him, but I finally made up 
my mind to give the plan a trial, and I s’pose 
that on the whole it was a wise thing to do.” 


WHY MRS. M‘GULLIBIE ENTERTAINETH 
THE WAYFARER, 


** When my husband was taken sick, and it 
became impossible for him to work, I had to do 
something, you know, and as I hadn’t any 
accomplishments, I decided to take a few 
boarders. Didn’t know that Mr. McGullible 
was sick, Mr. Freshly? Oh, yes, any of the old 
boarders could have told ps that he’s a great 
invalid. He looks fat and healthy, as you say; 
but I expect him to be taken off some day with- 
out a moment's warning. It’s heart trouble he 
has. You don’t know how careful I have to 
be to keep him from getting excited or worried 
about anything. He seems to be happier 
settin’ by the kitchen fire and dozin’ than any- 
where eijse, though once a week or so he’ll go 
to the theater, and occasionaily take a littie 
drive on the road. But I don’t s’pose he’ll ever 
do any more work. It’s a dreadful thing to be 
an invalid.” 


WHY MRS. VAN BLOOD EXCHANGES THE 
COMFORTS OF A HOME FOR 
GOLD. 


**T never expected to be obliged to keep 
boarders for a living. IT can imagine how my 
par would have felt if he could have foreseen 
to what I was fated tocome. You know mine 
is an old family in Toronto and so is Mr. Van 
Blood’s. But now--(No, Mr. Giblets, I suppose 
the pudding-sauce is not what it should be; 
but my cook left me at a moment’s notice this 
afternoon, and all the responsibility fell upcn 
me, and what doI know about making pudding- 
sauces?) A few years ago I had but to express 
a wish to have it gratified, and it would be so 
now if poor par had not been so unfortunate in 
*seventy-two, and if Mr. Van Blood had been a 
financier instead of a gentleman. (Yes, Mr. 
Jenkins, I will see that a clean towel is sent to 
your room this evening. I was under the im- 
pression that you had had one this = . 





The Painter and his Pupil. 
Amerling,. the famous Vienna artist who died 
in 1886, had a decided objection to iaking 
pupiis. One day a plainly-dressed elderly Jady 
called upon him with her daughter, and en- 
treated him to admit her to his studio. The 
artist replied : 


**I dislike playing the teacher. Any person ; 


with talent will attain to excellence by hisown 
unaided efforts; he that has none had far 
better not dabble in art. However, if your 
daughter would like to see what is going on 
here and try her hand a bit, she may go and sit 
in that corner.” 

Notwithstanding this cool reception, the 
young lady went to the studio every day 
accompanied by her mother, who never spoke 
a word, but sat with her child in the corner 
knitting stockings, while Amerling paid not 
the slightest attention to either of them. One 
day, however, the painter sat down opposite 
the old lady and said: 

‘“*Excuse my not having asked you before 
with whom have the honor. Are you 
married ?” 

*T am a widow.” 

** What family have you?” 

‘**Only a son and a daughter?” . 

‘-Is your son a merchant or an artisan?’ 

** Neither.” s 

* A Government employe ?’ 

“ Something of the kind,” 

** A soldier?” 

** Not always.” 5 

‘* Why, what is he then?” 

* A king.” 

Amerling thought the old lady was wrong in 
her head. At that moment the mother of the 
Emperor of Austria, the Archduchess Sophia, 
who often visited the studio, was shown in, 
and at once embraced the old lady, whom she 
afterwards introduced to the astonished artist 
as the Princess Christina of Saxony, the mother 
of King Charles Albert. 


Sees: 


! house. It should be emphatically ‘‘ the cham- 


| ber of peace.” 


Sleeping Rooms. 


In the most of our dwellings the important 
rooms, as far as the health of the inmates is 
concerned, are the kitchen and the sleeping- 
room. In these two the mistress of the house, 
who keeps no servant, spends the Jargest part 
of her life ; but it is to just these rooms that 
the least sanitary attention is commonly paid. 

We shall speak now only of the sleeping- 
room. In this we all spend, or should spend, 
one-third of the day, the period designed by 
nature for repairing the wear of the physical 
and mental machinery. No greater mistake 
was ever made than to look on the time spent 
in sleep as wasted. 

We have improved upon such sleeping-rooms 
as were not unusual a few generations ago; 
rooms forever unv.sited by sunshine ; rooms 
opening from the kitchen, so that the 
spoiled air of the day was breathed over again 
by night; rooms in low, stifling garrets, or 
worse still, mere closets, wholly cut off from 
sunshine and from the pure outside air. But 
many house-keepers still need hints on the sub- 
ject. 

1. A sleeping-room should never be a small 
one, dependent for most of its air on an open 
window. Such a room is seldom safe, and in 
certain states of the weather the air is sure to 
be shut off. 

2 Few rooms are large enough not to require 
continuous ventilation. Thetwo sleepers are 
constantly vitiating the air. No air is pure 
which contain an excess of carbonic acid, and 
at every breath acertain amount of oxygen is 
converted into this poisonous gas. Think of 
at thousand such inspirations during the 
night 
| Moreover, each breath conveys with the car- 
| bonic acid and throws into the air effete matter 
| 
i 





thrown off by the lungs, which is also pois- 
onous, 

Nor is even this al]. Millions of sweat tubes 
are all the time vouring their polluted waste 
into the room. Ventilation, it is evident, is a 
hygienic necessity. 

3. Sunshine is essentiai to a good sleeping- 
room. Sunshine is a powerful disinfectanr, and 
every sleeping-room needs to be disinfected 
daily. Let the head of the family appropriate 
the sunniest room; the guest chamber, with 
its occasional occupant, is of secondary import- 
ance. 

4. The sleeping-room should be jn an upper 
story. As the night air cools, many of the 
disease-producing particle ssink to the lower 
strata. It is said that one may live safely ina 
malarial region by avoiding the night air and 
sleeping above the ground flocr. 

5. The sleeping-room should be not only one 
of the most spacious, but one of the cneeriest 
and neatest and best-furnished rooms in the 





The Advantage of Being a Cripple. 


| A little ragamuffin, who had lost one of his 
j legs, hopped around on a crutch one rainy 
| afternoon last week at the corner of Broadway 
and Park place, New York. His shoe was 
| torn, and it was natural to suppose that the 
‘ foot inside of it was wet. The boy was de- 
! termined that there should be no question 
about this, for he hopped from one puddle to 
another, and stood in each until the water be- 
gan to ooze out of the shoe. Several other 
gamins played around with him. At times 
they tried to pull him down, but he was very 
quick and had a way of bringing his crutch 
down on their shoulders that made them 
wary about coming within his reach. Sud- 
denly he stopped and said : 

“I feel hungry. Guess I want somethin’ to 


eat. 

He left his companions playing in the street, 
hopped up onto the sidewalk. and accosted the 
first man that came along. The man looked at 
his crippled condition and gave him a dime. 
The next man fumbled in his pocket and 
brought out a copper. The third and fourth 
paid no attention to him. He gave it np then 
and came back to his companions, tossing the 
money he had received as though this was no 
unusual occurrance. 

**Goin’ to leave you fellows,” he said ; ‘‘ goin’ 
to get some beef and beans.” 

As he hobbled away the other boys looked at 
hi with envy in their eyes, 

**Gosh,” said one of them, “it’s great to be 
one-legged. You don’t have to work and you 
get more money, too.” 

The others nodded assent. 








A Startling Combination. 
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CHAPTER XV.—CONTINUED. 


Mr. Evandale had felt the same distate for 
her society that she had expressed for his visits 
and troubled himself not a little about the 
want of charity that he discovered in himself. 
To his clear and penetrating eyes there was a 
vein of falseness apparent in —— Vane’s — 

ed speeches ; her narrowed eyes were t 
ouutls for his taste ; there were lines about her 
mouth which he had seen on faces of women 
whom he did not love. For the life of him he 
could not repress a certain honest gravity and 
even sternness of manner in addressing her ; 
something in her revolted him—he did not 
know how or why. He almost pitied the gen 
eral—the hearty, good old man who seemed 80 
fond of his fair wife. And he was sorry for 
Enid too, not only on account of her sad story, 
put because she lived with this woman whom 
he “distrusted, because she was ruled by her 
fancies and educated according to her desires. 
And he was even sorry—still without knowing 
why—for little Dick, whose quaint. childish 
face always expanded into a broad smile at the 
sight of him, and whom he often met in the 
village, clinging fondly to Enid’s hand. ; 

When he dined at the Hall, he had scarcely 
seen Enid, for, on some plea of illness or 
fatigue, Mrs. Vane had kept her away from 
dinner, and her presence in the drawing-room 
for the last half hour of Evandale’s stay had 
been a very silent one. But he often saw her 
in church. The Vanes’ pew was just in front 
of the pulpit, and the rector could not preach 
without noticing the steady attention given 
to him by the girl in the squire’s pew, could not 
fail to be struck by the sweetness of the fair 
uplifted face, the beauty of the pathetic eyes, 
in which there always.lurked the shadow of 
some past or future pain. The rector fell into 
the habit of preaching to that fair young face. 
But, strangely enough, he did not preach as 
men u3ually preach tot 
—his words were 0 t 
grief, tender counsel for the afflicted, even of 
future hope and amendment for the guilty. 


girl of seventeen t 
could be imagined—and yet they were all ad- 
dressed to Enid Vane. it was as if he were 
trying to strengthen her for some dread con- 
flict, some war 
foreseeing eye 


oRnid was allowed to do a little district-visit- 


ing in the ish, and Mr. Evandale had often 
heard copie of her gentleness and goodness ; 


to this rule however took place on a certain 
afternoon in November a few weeks after 
Hubert Lepel’s visit to Beechwood. 

Mr. Evandale had on that day received infor- 
mation that one of his parishioners—a Mrs. 


see him. The informant added that she brought 
the rector word of this because Mrs. Meldreth’s 


anxious to keep the clergyman away. The 


by this communication. He knew Sabina 
Meldreth by name only, and had not derived a 


for misconduct—of what sort nobody could 
exactly say, although much was hinted at 
which the gossips did not put into words—and 
had left the village soon afterwards. Since 
that time she h been seen at Beechfield 
only at intervals ; she came occasionally to see 
her mother, and stated that she was “‘ engaged 


plumes and jewelry, seemed to betoken that 
her finances were in a flourishing condition. 
But she never came to church, and was re- 
ported to talk in an irreverent manner, which 


minntes, With his strong convictions, Maurice 
Evandale could not bear to hear without pro- 


of wit by which. to his mind, Sabina Meldreth 
dishonored her Creator. He had long resolved 
to speak to her on the subject when next she 
visited Beechfield. Perhaps her mother’s ill- 
ness would have softened her and would make 
the rector’s task less difficult—for it was not 
his nature to love the administration of rebuke, 
although he held it to be one of his essential 
duties, when occasion required. 

Mrs. Meldreth was a respectable elderly wo- 
man who kept a small shop for cheap groceries 
and haberdashery in the village. She did not 
do much business, but she lived in apparent 
comfort—probably, the neighbors said, because 
she was helped by her daughter's earnings. 
And then Mrs. Vane was unusually kind to 
her. Fiossy did not interes+ herself much in 
the welfare of her poorer neighbors, but to 
Mrs. Meldreth she certainly showed peculiar 
favor. Many a gift of food and wine went 


from the Hall across Mrs. Meldreth’s threshold; | 


and it was noticed that Mrs. Meldreth was oc- 
casionally admitted to Mrs. Vane'’s own room 
for a private conference with the lady of Beech- 
field fall herself. But those who commented 
wonderingly on the fact were reminded that 
Mrs. Meldreth added to her occupations that 
of sick nurse, and that she had been in atten- 
dance on Mrs. Vale at the time of the young 
squire’s birth. It was natural that Mrs. Vane 


should be on more intimate terms with her | 


than with any other of the village women. 


Mrs. Meldreth was not an interesting person | 


in the eyes of the world at large. She was a 
sad, silent, dulil-faced individual, with blank- 
looking eyes and a dreary mouth. There were 
anxious Jines on her forehead and hollows in 
her pale cheeks such as her easy circumstances 
did not account for. That she ‘‘ enjoyed very 
poor health,” according to the dictum of her 
neighbors, was considered by them to be a 
sufficient reason for Mrs. Meldreth’s evident 
lack of peace of mind. 

Mr. Evandale set off for his visit to the sick 
woman early in the afternoon. -He was 
hindered on his way to her house by meeting 
with various of his friends of the humbler sort 
whom he did not like to pass without a 
word, and it was after three o'clock before 
he reached Mrs. Meldreth’s cottage. He 
entered the shop, which looked duller and 
more uninviting than ever, and found that it 
was tenanted by a gir! of thirteen—a girl whom 
he knew to bo the stupidest in the whole of the 
village school. 

** Well, Polly Moss,” he said good-naturedly, 
**are you taking care of the shop?” 

Polly Moss, a girl whose mouth looked as if it 
would never close, beamed at him with radiant 
satisfaction and replied— 

** Yes, sir—I'm minding the shop, sir. Did 
you want any groceries to-day, please, sir?” 

*No, thank you,” said the rector, smiling. 


glad to see you, I'm sure, sir; and I daren’t 
leave the shop for a single minute.” 

* All right,” said the rector, He was used to 
entering sick-rooms, and did not find Polly 
Moss’s request very mfich out of the way. “Vil 


o up. 
- He pated through the shop and ascended 
the stairs, with every step of which he was 
familiar, as he had already visited Mrs. Mel- 

| dreth during one or two previous attacks of 
illness, and was heard to knock at the sick 
woman’s bed-room door. 

“Oh, my,” exclaimed Polly, as soon as he 
was out of reach, “‘ and if I didn’t go for to for- 
get to tell him as ow Miss Enid was up there! 
Oh, my! But I don’t suppose he’ll mind? He's 
only the parson, after all.” 


CHAPTER XVI. 


When Mr. Evandale knocked at Mrs. Meld- 
reth’s door, he was aware of a slight bustle 
within, followed by the sound of voices in low- 
toned confidence ; then came a rather sharply 
toned ‘‘Come in!” As however the rector 
still hesitated, the door was flung open by a 
young woman, whose very gesture seemed to 
show that she acted under protest, and would 
not have admitted him at all if she had had 
her own way. She wasa fair-complexioned 
woman of perhaps thirty years of ago, tall, well 
made, robust and generally considered hand- 
some; she had prominent light blue eyes, and 
features which, without being badly cut, were 
indefinably common and even coarse-looking. 








In her cheeks a patch of exceptionally vivid red 
had so artificial an appearance that the rector 
could not believe it to be genuine, but later he 
gained an impression that it proceeded from 
excitement, and not from any adventitious 
source. The eyes of this woman were spark- 
ling with anger; there was defiance in her 
every movement, even in the way in which her 
he young and innocent | fingers were clenched at her sides or clutched 
ften of consolation for bitter ; the iron railof the bed on which her mother 
lay. The rector wondered at her evident dis- 
bangs ; > = — ———— from some. 

: culiarly appropriate to a young | thing that had occurred before his entrance, he 
Nothing lose pecullthan some of his sermons | concluded, and he looked toward the bed as if 
to discover whether the cause of Sabina Meld- 


reth’s anger could be found there. 
But no—surely not there! 


Goodness, 


the wants of age. 


But a sense of incongruity also struck him, 
very pleasant impression of her from all that and he turned rather quickly to Miss Meldreth 
he had heard. She had once been an under | whose defiant eyes had been fixed upon him 
housemaid at the Hall, but had been dismissed | from the first moment of his entrance into the 


room, 


““You are Mrs. Meldreth’s daughter?” he 


said in a quick, but not unkindly undertone. 
*““Why do you let the 
upon your mother? 
yourself, my good girl?” 
Sabina 


ful when she spoke. 


“Of course Ican nurse my mother, sir, and 

lady like Miss Vane didn’t 
1 nger to anything menial,” 
made the rector long to get hold ot her for five | she said, with a sharpness which took the rec- 
tor a little by surprise. ‘I’m quite well aware 
i And ”—anger 
test of the insolent and almost profane saiiies | now evidently gaining the upper hand—“ if 


of course a youn 
ought to put her 


of the difference between us. 


you'd tell Miss Vane to go, sir, I'd be obliged 
to you, for she is only exciting mother, and 
doing her no good.” 

“Your mother shows no symptom of excite- 
ment,” said the rector quietly; ‘tand I must 
say, Miss Meldreth, that your words do not 
evince the gratitude that I should have ex- 
pected you to feel for the young lady’s kind- 
ness, 

‘Kindness! Oh, kindness is all very well!” 
said Miss Meldreth, with an angry toss of her 
fair head. ‘* But I don’t know what kindness 
there is in disturbing my poor mother—reading 
hymns and psalms ané ali that sort of thing!” 

Mr, Evandale had hitherto wondered whether 
or no Miss Vane heard a word of Sabina Mel- 
dreth’s acid utterances, but he had hencefor- 
ward no room for doubt. The girl raised her 
head a little and spoke in a low but penetrat- 
ing tone, 

**Miss Meldreth,” she said, “* excuse me, but 
you yourself are disturbing your mother far 
more than I have done. See—she is beginning 
to be restless again ; she cannot bear loud talk- 
ing or altercation.” 

The rector was astonished by the firmness of 
her tone. Sne was so grocetel, so slight, so 
| fragile-louking, that he had not credited her 
with any great strength of character, in spite 
of his admiration for her beauty. But what 
she said was perfectly true, and he hastened to 
lend her his support. 

“* Quite so,” he said approvingly. ‘‘ Mrs, Mel- 
dreth should be kept quiet, I can see”—for the 
| old woman had begun to moan and to move 
| her head restlessly from side to side when she 
| heard her ews rasping voice. ‘ Per- 

haps you would step into another room with 
me, Miss Meldreth, and tell me how this 
attack came on—if, at least, Miss Vane does 
not mind being left with Mrs. Meldreth for a 
few minutes, or if she is not tired.” 

Enid answered with a faint sweet smile. 

‘IT am not tired,” she said. ‘‘ And poor nurse 
wants to speak tome when she is able, She 
os te tell meso, I can stay with her quite 
we 

But the proposition seemed to excite Sabina 
Meldreth almost to a fury. 

“If you think,” she said, “that I am going 
to leave my mother alone with anybody— 
gentleman or lady—you are mistaken. If you 
want her to be quiet, leave her alone yourselves 
—she'll stay quiet enough if she’s left to me.” 

* Sabina,” said Enid, with a gentle dignity of 
tone which commanded the rector’s admiration 
and respect, ‘“‘you know that your mother 
wanted me to come,” 

“I know that she’s off her head!” said 
Sabina angrily. ‘‘She doesn’t know what she 
says or what she wants. It's nonsense, all of 
it! And, meaning no disrespect to you, Miss 
Vane”—in a lower but sulkier tone—“if you 





**T have come to see Mrs. Meldreth, whol hear 
is ill.” 
* Yes, sir,” said Polly,ina tone of resigned 


would.but go away and leave her to me, she'd 
be a]i the better for it in the end.” 
“*Hush!” said Enid, raising her hand—the 


affliction. ‘I thougbt p’r’aps you was going to serenity of her face was quite undisturbed by 


buy something, sir. I hain't sold anythink the | Sabina’s expostulation. 


‘ole afternoon.” 
** Polly,” said Mr. Evandale, ‘‘ how often am 
Ito tell you to say the ‘whole’ afternoon, 


“She is coming to 
herself again—she is going to speak.” 

There was a moment's silence in the room. 
The sick woman was lying still ; her eyes wan- 


not the ‘oie’?"” The unlucky man had even | dered and her lips moved, but as yet no articu- 


made war on the natives’ practice of leaving 
out their “h’s”! ‘‘* Whole,’ with an ‘h,’ re. 


late sound issued from them. In apparently 
uncontrollable passion Sabina stamped vio- 


member! Well, I will buy something—what | lent'y and shook the rail of the iron bedstead 


shall it be ?—a pound of tea perhaps. Ah, yes! 
Two shillings a pound, isn't it? Pack it up and 


with her hands, 
“She ain’t going to speak; she is off her 


send it to the rectory to-night, Polly ; and here | head, I tell you! She ain’t got anything to 
are the two shillings to put into the till. Now | say.” 


will you ask if I can see Mrs. Meldreth?” 
Polly’s shining face suddenly fell. 


Lhe rector looked at her steadily. For the 
first time it oecurred to him that the younger 


** I daren’t leave the shop, sir,” she said. ‘‘I | woman had some unworthy motive in her 


left it this morning just for a minute or two, 
and Miss Meldreth said she’d skin me alive if 
ever I did so again. Would you mind, sir”— 


desire to silence her mother and to get the 
listeners out of the room, Dislike of interfer- 
ence, jealousy, and bad temper would not en- 


insiouatingly—*“ just a-going up the atairs and | tirely account, he ood’. for her intense and 


knocking at the door atep o’ them? They'll be | angry agitation. Had 


rs, Meldreth and her 













The rector 
fare of life and death, which his | thought that he had seldom seen a fairer 
discerned for her in days to| picture than the one which met his eyes. 
entleness, youth supporting age, 
beauty unabashed by feebleness and ugliness— 
these were the characteristics of the scene on 
which he looked. Poor Mrs. Meldreth lay back 
but he had never personally encountered her | upon her pillows, her face wan and worn, her 
on any of her errands of mercy. An exception | eyes wandering, her gray hair escaping from 
her close cap and straying over her forehead. 

But beside her knelt Enid Vane. The girl’s 
arm was beneath the old woman’s bowed 
shoulders ; it was evident that in this position 
= eo —— a and was more 
—was seriously ill and would like to | at ease. e sweet fair face, with its slight 
Meldreth y indefinable shadow deepened at this shonnent 
into a look of perfect pity, was bent over the 
daughter Sabina was now at home, and seemed | wrinkled, withered countenance of the sick 
woman. Never, the rector thought, had he 

rector’s fighting instincts were at once aroused | seen a lovelier picture of youth ministering to 










oung lady there wait 
an you not nurse her 


eldreth curtseyed, but in evident 
in a millinery business at Whitminster, and | mockery, for the color in her cheeks grew 
doing well.” Certainly her airs and graces, her higher and her tone was anything but _respect- 






daughter some secret which the mother would 
gladly confess and the girl was fain to hide? 

A feeble voice sounded from the bed. 

“Is it Miss Enid?” said Mrs. Meldreth. 
“Has she come?” 

**No,” said Sabina, boldly and eer: “You 
go to sleep, mother, and don’t you bother about 
Miss Enid.” 

‘* Miss Meldreth, how dare you try to deceive 
a dying woman?” said the rector, so sternly 
that even Sabina quailed a little before the 
deep, low tones of his voice. ‘‘ Yes, Mrs. Mel- 
dreth, Miss Enid Vane is here, and you can say 
all that you wish to say to her.” 

*“T am here, nurse,” said Enid, gently—she 
had always been in the habit of addressifig 
Mrs. Meldreth by that title. "Do you want 
me?” 

**Oh, my dearie,” said the old woman, dream- 
ily, “‘and have you come tome afterall? Sabina 
there, she tried to keep you away; but I had 
my will at last. Polly told you that I wanted 
you, didn’t she, Miss Enid, dear?” 

“Yes, nurse, she told me.” 

‘*T'll pay Polly Moss out for that!” Sabina 
was heard to mutter between her closed teeth. 
But Enid took no notice of the words. 

**I’d something to say to you, my dearie,” said 
Mrs. Meldreth, whose voice, though feeble, was 
now perfectly distinct ; ‘and ‘dearie’ I must 
call you, although I haven’t the right to do it 
now. I held you in my arms,.my dear, five 
minutes after you came into this here wicked 
world, and I've allus looked on you as one o’ 
my own babies, so to speak.” 

The delicate color had flushed Enid’s cheeks 
a little, but she answered simply, ‘* Yes, dear 
nurse;” and, leaning down, sbe kissed the 
old woman’s forehead. 

The caress moved the rector strangely, His 
heart gave an odd bound, and the blood began 
to course more — through his veins. He 
was a clergyman, and he was in the presence 
of a dying woman ; but he was a man for all 
that, and at the moment when Enid’s pure lips 
were pressed to her old nurse’s brow his whole 
being was stirred bya new emotion, which as 
yet he did not suspect was known amongst 
men by the name of love. 

Sabina Meldreth had withdrawn from” her 
station at the foot of the bed; she had moved 
softly to the side, and now stood by her 
mother’s ee opposite to Enid, with her 
eyes fixed watchfully, balefully, upon her 
mother’s face. But Mrs. Meldreth seemed un- 
conscious of her daughter's gaze, 

‘*T have something to say to you, my pretty,” 
she said, with — pauses between the sen- 
tences—longer and longer as the laboring 
breath became more difficult and the task of 
speech more painful. ‘‘ Sabina would nigh kill 
me if she knew, But I can’t die with this thing 
on my mind. If I’ve wronged you and yours, 
and my own flesh and blood as well, I want to 
make amends,” 

‘Is she—does she know what she is say- 
ing?” said Enid, raising her eyes to the rec- 
tor’s face, with a touch of doubs and alarm in 
their pensive depths. 

Before Mr, Evandale could answer Sabina 
broke in wildly : 

‘*No, she don’t—she don’t know what she’s 
saying ; I told you so before! She’s got her 
head full of mad fancies; she’s not responsible, 
and you've no business to listen to her ravings. 
It ain't fair—it ain't fair—it ain’t fair!” She 
concluded with a sob of passion that broke, in 
spite of her efforts to control herself, from her 
whitening lips, but which brought no tears 
with it to her eyes. 

‘** Control yourself,” said the rector gravely. 
“We shall make all allowance for your 
mcuther’s state of mind. But, if there is any- 
thing that she ought to confess, any act of dis- 
honesty or unfaithfulness while she served 
Miss Vane’s parents or uncle, then let her 
speak and humble herself in the sight of God, 
in whose —. presence she, like all of us, will 
shortly stand.’ 

The rector’s solemn tones awed Sabina into 
momentary quiescence, and reached even the 
dying woman’s dulled ears. 

*‘It is the parson,” she said feebly. ‘* Yes, 
I’m glad he’s here, and Miss Enid toc. I can't 
go into the A’mighty’s presence with a lie on 
my lips—can I, parson? It would weigh me 
down—down—down to hell. I must confess.” 

“You've nothing to confess,” said Sabina, 
almost fiercely ; ‘‘lie still and hold your tongue, 
mother! You'll only bring shame on us both; 
and it’s not true—not true!” 

‘* You know then that your mother has some- 
thing on her mina? In God’s name be silent 
and let her speak !” said Mr. Evandale. . 

Enid looked up at her with wondering pity. 
Indeed Sabina Meldreth presented at that mo- 
ment a strange and even tragic appearance. 
The hot unnatural color had left her cheeks, 
her ashy lips were strained back from her 
clench teeth, her eyes were wide with an 
unspoken fear. Whatever she might say or 
leave unsaid, neither of those two persons who 
looked at her could doubt for another moment 
that Sabina Meldreth had 4 secret—a guilty 
secret—weighing heavily upon her mind. 

Mrs. Meldreth’s weak voice once more broke 
the silence, 

““Inever thought of its harming you, m 
dear,” she said. “I thought you was rich an 
would not want houses and lands. And, when 
iy Vane that now is came to me and 
said——” 

She did not achieve her sentence. Sabina 
Meldreth had flown like a tigress at her 
mother’s throat. 

But, fortunately for Mrs. Meldreth, a strong 
and resolute man was in the room. He had 
already drawn nearer to Sabina, with a feeling 
that she was not altogether to be trusted, ani, 
as soon as she made her first savage movement 
—so like that of a wild beast leaping on its prey 
—his hands were upon her, his strong arms 
holding her back. For a minute there was a 
frightful struggle. The rector pinioned her 
arms, but she, with the ferocity of an undis- 
ciplined nature, flung her head sideways and 
fastened her teeth in his arm. Her strength 
and her agility were so great that the rector 
could not easily disengage himself; and, al- 
though the cloth of his coat-sleeve prevented 
her attempt to bite from doing any great 
injury, the assault was sufficiently painful and 
sufficiently unexpected to protract the struggle 
longer than might have been anticipated. Te. 
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Dentist—Do you want to take laughing gas? | 
Visitor—Not till after the toof is out, boss—reckon I'l] feel mo’ } 
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lines in her white brow. She set herself to 
work to cure the habit by setting her mirror 
before her face when she read, wrote or 
studied ; but as this distracted her attention 
from her work she finally placed a ribbon band 
tightly across her brow, tying it in a knot at 
the back of her head, and at night she slept in 
the band. 

After several months the little hair-lines dis- 
appeared from her pretty forehead, and she is 
quite cured of the disfiguring habit. 

A smooth, white, uncorrugated brow is one 
of the greatest attractions in a woman's face, 
while a prematurely furrowed and wrinkled 
brow mars the beauty and youth of the fairest 
features.—New York Morning Journal, 


as she was a woman, Maurice Evandale did not 
like to resort to active violence, and it was 
with some difficulty that he at last mastered 
her and placed her in a chair, where for a few 
minutes he had to hold her until her stru zgles 
ceased and were succeeded by a burst of con- 
vulsive sobs. Then he felt that he might relax 
his hold ; she ceased to be dangerous when she 
began to cry. 

Enid had involuntarily withdrawn her arm 
from Mrs. Meldreth’s shoulders and sprung to 
her feet with a low cry when she saw the 
struggle that was taking place ; but in a second 
or two she conquered her impulse to fly to the 
rector’s aid, and with rare self-control bent 
once more over the dying woman, who needed 
her helJpmore than Mr. Evandale could. Poor 
Mrs, Meldreth was almost unconscious of the 
disturbance, Her eyes were glazing, her sight 
was growing feeble, the words that fell from 
her lips were broken and disconnected. But 
still she spoke—still she went on pouring her 
story into Enid’s listening ears. 

hen the rector at last looked round he saw 
an expression on Enid’s face which chilled him 
to the bone. It was a look of unutterable woe, 













































































Hipts on Art Silk Needle Work. 


Ladies who are interested in this beautiful work should 
send for a copy of our sixty-four page Book entitled : Hints 
on Art Needle Work, just published, handsomely and pro- 
furely illustrated with patterns of many new and beautifud 
artivies; also, stitches for the new decorative work with our 
Art Wash Silks now 80 popular for home fancy work. It also. 
contains a table of shading for flowers and birds, avd much 
information, valuable and instructive, for those who have a 
taste for Silk Embroidery Work. Sent. free by mail on re- 
ceipt of six cents in stamps. Belding, Paul &Co., Silk Man- 
ufacturers, Montreal. 


SAVOY HOTEL 


Victoria Embankment, London 


Magnificent River View. Luxurious Suites with Private 
Bathrooms. Electric light everywhere. No gas. All the 
corridors warmed right and day. 


The Restaurant 


Organized by M. RITZ and ‘‘ FRANCOIS ” (M. RINJOUX), 
both of Monte Carlo. Is the only open air restaurant in 
London. 

Manager of Restaurant—M. ECHENARD. 


Chef—M. CHARPENTIER. 
The Cuisine rivals the most famous Continental Cafee. 
Hotel Manager—MR. W. HARDWICK. 


OVERCOATINGS 


MELTONS—all SHADES 
NAPS-—-various QUALITIES 


ALSO 


Whitneys, Montagnacs and Elysians 


of grief, shame, agony and profound astonish- 
ment, But there was no incredulity. What- 
ever Mrs. Meldreth had told her Enid had be- 
= gag The rector made one step towards the 











ae you have anything to confess. Mrs. Mel- 
dreth,” he began, but Enid interrupted him. 

**She has confessed,” said the girl, ae 
her face to him with a strange look of mingle 
humiliation and compassion—‘* she has con- 
fessed—and I—I have forgiven. Nurse, do you 
hear? God will forgive you, and I forgive you 
too.” 

“God will forgive,” murmured the woman. 

A smile flickered over her pale face. Thena 
change came ; the light in her eyes went out. 
her: jaw fell. A slight convulsion passed 
through her whole frame, and she lay still— 
very still. The confession, great or small, that 
she had made had been heard only by Enid and 


her God. 
(To be Continued.) 














Full Range of Fall and Winter Suit- 
ings and Pantings 


THE BEST $3.50 PANTS 


IN THE CITY 
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‘“Oh, Edward, why are you so late? I have 
been so frightened.” 

Edward (who has “taken in” champagne 
supper)—’Portant bisnish, m’ dear. 

** Wouldn't it keep till to morrow?” é 

** No, love ; not after corksh drawn.”—Life. 
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Apollo in an Ohio Town. 


Art is long and sometimes nude, says Time, 
but in Ada, Ohio, it is ~_ merely. It was 
nude, but it isso no more. It has been draped 
in a blue silk sash. Some of the public spirited 
citizens of that town, who seem to have been 
under the impression that the Apollo Belvidere 
wears trousers and a Prince Albert coat, 
ordered a copy of that gentleman for the 
adornment of the village and the elevation of 
Ada society. The horror of those citizens may 
be imagined when Apollo, hastening from a 
Cincinnati foundry on the midnight express 
train to fill his order on time, arrived without 
having consulted his tailor. His costume was 
one which never goes out of fashion, but, 
somehow, it is not popular in Ohio at this 
season. There seemed to be a widespread 
conviction in the community that Apollo 
would catch cold in that climate if he con- 
tinued to discard the formality of a tall hat, 
but a compromise was effected on a blue silk 
sash gracefully dra in the jaunty manner 
affected by Puck. Thus clothed he was proudly 
hoisted to the pedestal prepared for him, and 
Ada gazed with becomingly modest admira- 
tion. 

Who shall say hereafter that we have no art 
in America when residents of a rustling Ohio 
village are able to improve upon one of the 
masterpieces of sculpture? It does not appear 
in the evidence that these persons had studied 
art. They were merely average American citi- 
zens of the sort who invent self-dumping coal 
stoves and patent churns, yet they accom- 
plished what no other person has dared to 
attempt. The mind trembles in contemplation 
of what they might do if they had the range of 
a sculptor’s studio, or of a butter manufactory. 
There can be no more striking example of west- 
ern art at the Christopher Columbus Fair in 
1892 than the now celebrated Apollo Belvidere 
of Ada, Ohio. It should have the place of 
honor alongside the Chicago ham—but. the 
statue of a man, clothed in a ribbon! Where 
is the Anthony Comstock of Ada, Ohio. 
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How to Cure Frowning. 


A great many earnest thinkers of a nervous 
temperament fall into the habit of scowling 
when they read, write or talk seriously. Thix 
causes two little perpendicular lines to plow in 
between the eyes, and ages a face ten years, 

It is a habit almost impossible to correct, 
once formed, as it is done unconsciously by a 
o~ many young people. Even in sleep their 

rows will be drawn together in this malicious 
little frown, that is the aider and abetter of 
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A bright, studious young woman still in her 
early twenties found herself the victim of this 
scowl, which had already made two fine hair 
THE LEADING 
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THESTORY OF AN ERROR 


By the Author of ‘‘His Wedded W' ¢,” “A Fatal Dower,” “ Barbara,” “ Ladybird's 
Penitence,” ** Bunchie,” ‘‘A Foolish Marriage,” etc. 


OUR “FAMILY HERALD” SERIES. ALL RIGHTS RESERVED. 


CHAPTER XXV. 


««* What is the meaning of this?’ my brother 
asked, in a calm voice, but with an ominous 
flash in his eyes as he hurried to Sara's side. 
‘What is this man doing here? Nest, what 
have you been about to let your sister be so 
terrified ?’ 

«“¢ Your sister is a sensible girl, Mr. Cam- 
eron,’ said the man, insolently, ‘She believes 
in the wisdom of the old proverb that it is bet- 
tar to wash your soiled linen at home.’ 

“*T will speak to you later,’ said Philip 
curtly ; then, Conding over Sara, he murmured 
softly, ‘Let me take you away, nfy darling, be- 
fore I settle with this person and make him 


account for so insolent an intrusion. The 
alarm has made you quite ill, I fear!’ 
“* No—it is nothing!’ she gasped. ‘ He will 


go—he—he will go!’ 

“The man laughed. 

“Oh, yes, I'll go,’ he said coolly—‘ but not 
alone!’ 

“* Whatis your business here?’ demanded 
my brother. 

**T-+think that probably my name will tell 
you,’ the stranger answered, by no means 
abashed. ‘We have never met: but you ma 
have heard my name from the lady you call 
your wife. It is Winsor Cairns.’ : 

“*Your name tells me nothing, sir,’ said 
Philip haughtily. ‘ You must be more explicit. 

What is your business ?’ 

‘““*My name tells gee nothing?’ repeated the 
other abruptly. ‘That is very strange!’ 

‘* Every time he or I felt Sara shudder as 
ifa knife had stabbed her; otherwise she sat 
motionless, and, save for the ny in her eyes, 
she looked in her awful pallor like a woman al- 
ready dead. 

“*What is your business?’ Philip repeated 
abruptly. 

* “fo claim my wife!’ replied the stranger 
shortly. . : 

***To claim your wife!’ exclaimed Philip, 
* What madness is this?’ 

“* There is no question of madness,’ answered 
the man, in harsh, sneering tones, ‘ unless it is 
yours for having trusted her. My name is 
Winsor Cairns, and I was born a gentleman. 
Iam an M. A, of Oxford; I have been a tutor; 
Iam now areturned convict. As to my busi- 
ness here, I have already told you what it is—I 
have come to claim my wife.’ 

‘** Your wife is a member of my household?’ 
queried Philip sternly. 

‘The man smiled, and I saw him glance at 
Sara. 

‘** Yes,’ he said coolly; ‘ but it is not in the 
servants’-hall or in the housekeeper’s room that 
I shall find my wife’—with a jeering laugh. 
[5h2 is nearer methan that. Sheisthere! Look 
at her!’ 

“T started to my feet with a wild cry; but, 
before it escaped my lips, Philip had struck the 
man upon the mouth, 

‘** Liar!’ he exclaimed, 

‘““Astothe next few minutes I am socon- 
fused in my memory that I cannot tell clearly 
what happened. There was a short struggle. 
I had covered my face with my hands ; when | 
moved them, the stranger was slowly rising 
from the ground. 

““* You will be sorry for this!’ he said sav- 
agely. ‘Is it my fault that you have married a 
traitress? Ten years ago she left her father’s 
house clandestinely and became the wife of her 
brother’s tutor. He is living; Iam he—and my 
claim is prior to yours. Sheismy wife! There- 
fore she is your——’ : 

“*Tt is a lie!’ panted Philip, his eyes flash- 
ing, his lips quivering with passion. 

‘‘The man pointed at Sara. 

“*A lie!” he repeated. ‘Look at her! Does 
she look as if it were a lie?’ 

‘* Sara had started up from her cushions, and 
was holding the arms of her chair with shaking 
hands. Her face seemed asif it were turning 
to marble, 

‘*** Does she look as if it were a lie? Is her 
face the face of an innocent woman? Let it 
answer you.’ 

‘** Philip turned co her. 

““* Speak,’ he said, wildly, his own face turn- 
ing deathly pale as his eyes rested on her— 
‘speak, Sara! Only one word! Oh, my be- 
loved, I do not doubt you; but let me hear 
from your own lips that he is speaking falsely |’ 

‘* He lifted her in his arms, his eyes as 
upon her face with a terrible eagerness, as i 
they would read her soul. She stood passive, 

quivering in every limb. 

“ *She cannot deny it!" said the man Cairns, 
sullenly, ‘It is as true, Mr. Cameron, as that 
you and I Jive!’ 

‘There was a moment’s dreadful silence, and 
then Philip spoke again; but his voice was so 
changed that I could scarcely recognize its low 
hollow tones. 

***Tt is true?’ he said, ‘ Yes—it is true! And 
my son—my son—what is he?’ 

‘As he released Sara, an awful inarticulate 
sound escaped her lips; she put her hand to her 
heart and fell at his feet. 


* August 8th.—I am writing in Sara’s room. 
It has been very hot, almost sultry, all day, 
and the stillness has been like that which 
reigned here when my mother died. 

‘The doctors from London are expected to- 
night, and Sara's brother-in-law, Mr. Ashton, 
has been telegraphed for also. : 

“Tamalone with Sara, Camille, the maid, 

who has been sharing my watch during this 
long unhappy day, has gone downstairs to her 
supper, f have not seen Philip since this 
morning; but all day long, Camille tells me, 
he has been pacing up and down the picture- 
gallery with restless untiring steps. 
_ “Sara is lying with closed eyes, her breath- 
ing so faint that it is scarcely perceptible, her 
face set in an expression of intense anguish. 
She has revived a little, her pulse is 
not quite so feeble, Doctor Elton says, and she 
has swallowed a little of a restorative which 
he gave her. Whether she is conscious or not, 
we cannot tell; she has not opened her eyes; 
she has not uttered a word all day. 

‘“T was interrupted here by a slight move- 
ment of the pillows; and, when I looked up 
quickly, I saw that Sara's eyes were fixed upon 
me with some traces of sense and recognition 
in their glanee. I threw down the book, and 
in a moment was kneeling beside her, fondling 
the passive hand which lay limp and burning 
with fever in my own. 

‘“** Am I dying?’ she whispered. 

“*No—oh, no!’ I said eagerly. ‘You will 
get better, darling.’ : 

**T am not fit,’ she said feebly, ‘Don’t touch 
me, Nest! False!’ 

‘Her voice failed her; but her eyes told me 
her meaning. For reply I drew her head upon 
my breast and kissed her, 

“* No, Nest—no !’ she whispered ; but I only 
smiled at her, although my eyes were so dim 
that I could searcely see her face ; and, with a 
faint sob, she turned it, slowly hiding it ns 
me. ‘I must die!’ she whispered. ‘It is the 
only atonement I can make ! 

‘*Sara, for Philip's sake !’ I said softly. 

_ ‘It is for his sake,’ she panted, with white 
lips—‘ for his and Hugh’s! There is nothing 
else I can do,’ : 
_ ‘The eftort exhausted her. She sank again 
into a death-like apathy, moaning faintly now 
and then; but neither my caresses nor my 
entreaties could arouse her again; and when, 
two or three hours later, I left her with the 
one and Mrs. Price, the housekeeper, she 

as in the same condition. 

“When I went slowly down-stairs, Philip 
Was just crossing the hall. He st a little 
as he saw me and hesitated fora moment, then 
came forward to meet me. His face was pale. 
haggard, and He drew me into one of 


the em sitting-rooms, : 
"Sh Toe little beter,’ Tsald as cheerfully 


as I could. 
but she is very weak still.’ 

“He was standing by the mantelpiece, lean- 
ing his elbow upon it, and he had covered his 
eyes with his hand. 

‘* * Nest,’ he said huskily, ‘I know your un- 
selfishness and love too well to ask you to for- 
give me for the burden I am Jettin you bear 
alone and unaided, You know’—he shivered 
as if with cold—‘that I may not go to her. 
I—I have no-right ; but I can trust you, dear. 
You will be good to her—you will be tender: 
and you will remember that, in spite of all, 1 
love her.’ 

“*T pressed his hand. My tears were choking 
me ; could not speak. 

*To night,’ he went on hoarsely, ‘I have 
stooped to purchase silence from the man in 
whose power we are— stooped to his level per- 
haps by so doing; but Ashton has arranged it. 
He knew of the marriage, as did his wife, and 
~_ betrayed me; but they believed he was 


*** There is = ny ood I murmured. 
ou saw her face that night,’ he answered 
bitterly. ‘Did you doubt, my poor Nest? No 
eee and my boy—my son is——” 
e broke down utterly, i 
itt bis Danas y, coverirg his face 
** He turned from me and went to the door: 
then he paused, and, coming back, bent over me 
and kissed my cheek. When I was once more 
alone I wept iong and drearily until my tears 
sees exhausted, and then I crept up to my 


“‘ August 9.—Sara is worse to-day. Fever 
has set in, and her mind wanders, She is very 
quiet, however, never, never violent for a mo- 
ment, She talks on quietly as if she were a 
child again. She never mentions Philip or her 
little son. She sings softly to herself some- 
times—always the same words—— 

‘Oh that we two lay sleeping 
Under the churchyard sod, 
With our limbs at rest 
In the quiet earth’s breast, 
And our hearts——_——’ 

“‘She never finishes the words of the last 
line; she shudders and lies still. Sometimes I 
wonder why—and then I think I can under- 
stand, 

“There was a terrible thunderstorm this 
afternoon. It has freshened the air. 

+12 p.m.—Philip has sent me to my room to 
rest; but I cannot do so until I write a few 
lines concerning what I scarcely dare realize 
yet. He sent for me a few hours since; and 
when I went to him in the library, I found him 
strangely excited. 

_** Nest,’ he said, hurrying towards me and 
giving me a telegram he held in his hands, 
‘read this! I may goto her now—I may love 
her without sin! Oh, heaven torgive me that 
I should rejoice in the death of a fellow- 
creature!’ 

“* Winsor Cairns is dead. There had been an 
accident to the train in which he and Mr. Ash- 
ton traveled. The latter had escaped unin- 
jured, but the former was killed on the spst. 
Sara is no longer his wife; she is his widow. 
I have scarcely dared to rejoice, not at his 
death, but at her freedom; for there is Hugh 
—poor little Hugh !—whose father shrinks so 
nervously at. sight of his bright eyes; and, 
once when the little lad escaped from the 
nursery aud came running downstairs in-search 
of his mother, I saw Philip turn from him with 
a gesture of pain; but the next moment he had 
taken him in his arms with a few softly-spoken 
words of passionate love and heart-broken 
sorrow. 

“*September 20th.—I have not had the heart 
to write all these weary terrible days, full of 
alternate hope and fear. 

“*At last Sara is better, although still very 
weak. As soon as she isa little stronger, the 
marriage ceremony is to take place. Their 
secret has been carefully kept—even Prior 
knows nothing. Philip has confided in our kind 
old rector, who, with his wife—my mother’s old 
friend—will be present. Philip has forgiven 
Sara fuily, freely, and perfectly for keeping the 
secret of her first marriage from him; but it is 
because he loves her so well. Otherwise, when 
he thinks of Hugh—poor Hugh, so Rappy and 
so unconscious of all sorrow—— 

‘** October lst.—They were married this morn- 
ing in the room where Sara has fought her 
fight with death and has come out a very worn 
and weary victor. Wasthereeverasadder, more 
sorrowful wedding? And yet I tried hard to 
give it a little brightness. Doctor Elton had 
given leave for her to sit up a couple of hours 
during the finest part of the autumn day; and 
at eleven Camille and I dressed her. Pretend- 
ing to make a little fete of the permission, I 
brought to her room a lovely white tea-gown 
which was the prettiest of all the many pretty 
garments in that trousseau of mine which was 
never needed. Saradid not seem to heed much; 
but she smiled, and thanked me softly. When, 
after many pauses of weakness, she was ready 
and lying back in a deep arm-chair, she looked 
like the wraith of her former loveliness. 

**T had put flowers about the room, and there 
was a bright little fire upon the hearth. Sara 
lay back upon her cushions with closed eyes, 
tears rolling down her wasted face. Sheforceda 
smile when Philip came in, grave and moved, 
and, bendinx over her, kissed her softly. Then 
the good rector and Mrs. Clare came in, and I 
locked the door. Was there ever so sad a mar- 
riage, I wonder? The rector’s voice shook as 
he read the service, shortening it as much as 
he could in consideration of Sara’s weakness. 
She had tried to stand ; but Philip had gently 
made her sit down: and a sob rose in my 
throat as she took off the ring she wore and 
gave it to him, and he put it back upon her fin- 
ger and held her hand in his until the service 
was over, when Mr. Clare shook hands with 
them both, and Mrs. Clare kissed Sara and 
went away with her husband. And then I 
went to them, and Philip kissed and blessed 
me in words which almost made the tears 
come; and Sara clung to me with trembling 
hand and quivering lips; and, when I disen- 
gaged myself gently and went towards the 
door, I saw that Philip took her in his arms 
and laid her head upon his shoulder. 

“ AsI was going to my room, I met Hugh 
running down the gallery—a bright bold little 
fellow in his velvet suit. He threw his arms 
round me with a glad shout; and, at the 
thoughts which surged upin my mind, my tears, 
so long repressed, broke forth, and I teok the 
child = my arms and hid my face upon his 
shoulder. For a moment he struggl to be 
free ; then, softly patting my head, he said, in 
a startled manner: 

** Only meuanty itis cry, auntie Nest! Have 

n naughty?’ : 
Peieecns myself with an effort, laughed, 
and coaxed him back to the nursery. But, 
when I went back to my room, I found the 
tears were still ranning down my cheeks. Our 
poor little Hugh—our merry little lad! If his 
mother's secret should ever transpire ! But it 
will not ever—how should it? 


I ‘ked page a ended here, and Hugh 
oak ‘the book. He had read the extracts 
with many a long pause of thoughs, and with 
eyes which more than once had grown dim. 

a Fone a such a thing pe true eve in ee 

1a!” oung man said, erly. 
oan to doubt it! Oh, Stanley—Stanley 











west ane i 
—Stan R, . 
7 (To be Continued.) 
Art In Dress. 

indications that the ‘* Box” over- 
ao will be more usaal, during the 
coming season, Tay , Art Tailors, 89 
Yonge street. 


‘She recognized me and spoke; 


Not Bibulous. 
A Kentucky gentleman who recently came 


Sherman’s Hobby. 
At a dinner given recently by Wilson Bar- 


to Washington to consult with his member of rett, the English actor, to a number of promin- 


Congress about an office under the new admin. 
istration was asked yesterda: by, a gentlenian 


ent Americans, General Sherman related, to 
the great pleasure of those present, many in- 


from Boston whether it is rea ly true that the | teresting reminiscences of his long and event- 


people of Kentucky are so very bibulous. 
Bibulous!” said the Kentuckian. ‘ Bibu- 


ful life. He explained his reputation for liking 
to kiss pretty girls by a funny story. Soon 


lous! I don’t reckon you could find a dozen | after th h d 
Bibles in the whole state!”"— Washington Post. ‘ate leranwetar 


| 








WHAT IS VANITY ? 


ARE ALL MEN AND WO%EN VAIN? 





it is Pardonable so Far as Personal Beauty is 
Concerned ?—A Letter from Mes. Langtry. 


The impression has existed among ignorant 
or prejudiced people that women cr men who } 
are particularly neat about their persons or 
careful to preserve their personal charms are 
vain. 

We cannot agree to this view. It might as |, 
well be said that men or women who keep their 
hands scruyu'ously clean are ‘tvain”—Nature 


any reason to suppose that he loves you? 


Grant, when the latter said to him: 

‘* You see it is absolutely necessary for ever 
man who becomes prominent in politics to cul- 
tivate some hobby, so that when the office- 
seekers drive him into a corner he can suddenly 
change the subject, and not give them another 
chance to get a word in edgeways. I intend 
to take up the horse. I will read up all about 
him, and when I am pressed too hard I can bowl 
the fellow out on the attributes of the noble 
animal.” 

** Well,” replied Sherman,” “if I must have a 
hobby, let it be pretty girls.” 





Too Great a Strain. 


Physician-—-What is your profession, sir? 

Patient (pompously)—I'’m a gentleman. 

Physician—Weli, you'll have to try some- 
thing else ; it doesn’t agree with you.—Life. 





Misunderstood. 


Snodgrass (to grocer)—Those apples I got 
from you were not half bad. 
Grocer (cheerfully)—I'm glad you liked them. 
Yes; only about a third of them were bad. 








Common Symptoms. | 


Katherine—Has Ned Bracebridge given you 


Emily—Indeed he has. He never says any- 


thing nice to me, and never squeezes my hand, 
~~ past hangs »rcand and mopes all the time. 
—Life. 





Obedience. 
Mrs. Brown—As long as you live. Arthur, | 


never let me see you climb up that long ladder 





again. 
Little Arthur—You never will, mamma. I 
was scared myself.—Life. 
Trausferable Blushes, 
Sister Grace—How you are blushing! Give 


intended crc a‘ures with the “form divine” to | an account of yourself, sir. 


also have good features and complexions, and 
where they are otherwise the cause may be 
found in neglect or suffering caused by sickness 
or poverty. A manor woman who is willing 
to be hideous or repulsive by having on the face 
blackheads, pimples, tan, liver-spots and other 
like imperfections, must be grossly ignorant 
or utterly devoid of all the feeling which can 
be described in one quotation—‘‘ Cleanliness is 
next to Godliness.”—Nothing more disgusting 
can be imagined than a face covered with the 


Brother George (confidentially)—I have been 


in the conservatory for the last half hour with 
—Miss Beauty. 


Sister Grace—I always suspected that her 


blushes would come off.—Saturday Evening 
Herald. 





The Worst Yet. 
Landlady (to boarder who objects to his 


solitary gas jet being secured at half blaze)— 


imperfections referred to—they are worse than | Do you want ths ueighbors to think the house 


unclean finger-nails, 

Just think how suggestive they are—What 
must be the effect on one’s lover, one’s husband, 
or one’s friends. It isa matter of duty to pre- 
vent and remove these things, and is in no 
sense an indication of vanity. No woman of 
the world but thoroughly understands the 
potency of a beautiful complexion. 

Read the following letter and rest assured 
that every woman and every girl should use the 
Recamier Preparations. In no other way, so 
far discovered, can she appear as nature in- 
tended she should. 


New York, August 14, 1887. 


My Dear Mrs. AYER: I have been for a 
year using your delightful Recamier Prepara- 
tions, and was, as you recollect, one of the first 
to attest to their excellency. While they are 
in no sense of the word cosmetics, of which I 
have a wholesome horror, they do away with 
the need of such meretricious articles and excel 
any preparations for the complexion I have 
ever seen. 

As I wrote you some months since, I use the 
Recamiers “religiously,” and believe them to 
be essential to the toilet of every woman who 
desires to retain a fair skin. . 

Yours most sincerely, 
LILLIig LANGTRY. 


What the Recamier Preparations are and why 
they are to be used. 


Recamier Cream, which is first of these world 
famous preparations, is made from the recipe 
used by Julie Recamier. It is not a cosmetic, 
but an emollient to be applied at night just be- 
fore retiring, and to be removed in the morn- 
ing by bathing freely. It will remove tan and 
sunburn, pimples, red spot or blotches, and 
make your face and hands as smooth, as white 
and as soft as an infant’s. 

Recamier Balm meneame Ser pare and simple. 
It is not a whitewash, and unlike most liquids, | 
Recamier Balm is exceedingly beneficial and is , 
absolutely imperceptible, except in the delicate 
freshness and youthfulness which it imparts to 
the skin. 

Recamier Lotion will remove freckles and 
moth patches; is soothing and efficacious for 
any irritation of the cuticle, and is the most 
delightful of washes for removing the dust 
from the face after traveling, and is also inval- 
uable to gentlemen to be used after shaving. 

Recamier Powder is if three shades, white, 
flesh and cream. Itis the finest powder ever 
manufactured, and is delightful in the nursery, 
for gentiemen after shaving and for the toilet 
generally. ; 

Recamier Soap is a perfectly pure article, 
guaranteed free from animal fat. This soap 
contains many of the healing ingredients used 
in compounding Recamier Cream and Lotion. 

The Recamier Toilet Preparations are posi- 
tively free from all poisonous ingredients, and 
contain neither lead, bismuth, nor arsenic. 
The following certificate is from the eminent 
Scientist and Professor of Chemistry, Thomas 
B. Stillman of the Stevens’ Institute of 
Technology : 

40 Broapway, New York, Jan., 1887. 
Mrs. H. H. AYER. ‘ 

DeaR MaApAM: Samples of your Recamier 
Preparations have been analyzed by me. | 
find that there is nothing in them that will 
harm the most delicate skin, and which is not 
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Nt. Charles Restaurant 


LUNCHEON AND DINING ROOMS; 


is afire?— Texas Siftings. 





i atts) MANTEL 


a. wel | SUITABLE FOR 
Ladi 


TR 





Small Rooms, Par-# 
lors, Dining Reoms 
OPENED. and Offices. 


It may be draped to suit any style of apartment in which 


CLOSED 


it is placed, and made an admirable auxiliary to its furni 
ture. 


H. P. DAVIES & CO., 207 Yonge Street, Toronto. 
X L STEAM LAUNDRY 
42 Richmond Street West 


GENTS’ WASHING OUR SPECIALTY 


Delivery to all parts of the city. 


ZO YONGE STREET? 


Next door to Dominion Bank 





Lunch Counter for Gentlemen on the 
round floor. Finest Bar in Canada. 
hoice Stock of Liquors and Cigars 


HEASLIP & PIERCE 


Proprietor 


Dunn’s 
Mustard 





MENIER C 


THE HEALTHIEST 


For Sale Ev 
BRANCH HOUSE, 








authorized by the French Pharmacopeia as | = 


safe and beneficial in preparations of this 
puanenees. oi 
espeetfu ours, 
Py rcsess StintMAN, M.Sc., Ph.D. 
If your druggist does not keep the Recamier 
Preparations, refuse substitutes. Let him order 
for you, or order yourself from the Canadian 
office of the Recamier Manufacturing Company, 
374 and 376 St. Paul street, Montreal. For sale 
in Canada at our regular New York prices: 
Recamier Cream, $1.50; Recamier Balm, $1.50; 
Recamier Moth and Freckle Lotion, $1.50; Re- 
camier Soap, scented, 50c. ; maaconsed, Ze j 
Recamier Powder, large boxes, $1.00. Smal 
boxes, 50c, 








TO BE HAD AT 


5 
Dan Taylor & Co.s 
HARRIET HUBBARD AYER’S 
Recam er Cream 
Recamier Balm 
Recamier Moth and Freckle Lotion 
Recamier Soaps 
Recamier Powders 


AND 
SEVEN SUTHERLAND SISTERS 


Hair Grower and Hair and Sealp Cleaner 


ARCADE PHARMACY, 133 YONGE STREET 
TELEPHONE 1108, 


Boils and 


Carbuncles result from,a debilitated, im- 
poverished, or impure condition of the 
blood. They are a source of great suffer- 





(Mention this Paper.) 





FOR BREAKFAST, LUNCH, DINNER, AND ALL TIMES. 


Paris Exposition, 1889 } Ce baes 


ONCE USED, NEVER WITHOUT IT. 
ASK FOR YELLOW WRAPPER. 


UNION SQUARE, NEW YORK, 


TORONTO MUSICAL INSTRUMENT 00. 


Importers and Dealers in 


Pianos, Organs 
And a complete line of all kinds of 


MUSICAL INSTRUMENTS 


With REPAIRS for same. 


Sheet Music and Music Books 


Prices always in proportion to quality. Special 
tions to Teachers, Societies, Bands, Orchestras fo. “or 


JOSEPH RUSE, Manager 
346 Queen Street West 


JOHN FLETCHER 


IRON AND STEEL WORK 





Roors, GIRDERS, BEA™Me,, 
STAIRs, COLUMNS 
AND ALL KINDS OF IRON WORK FOR BUILDING PURPOSES. 





Office: 580 Yonge Street, Toronto 
BARRETT & CO. 


Real Estate and Commercial Exchange 
TELEPHONE 897 


18 Yonge St. Arcade Toronto, Ont. 


CHAS. ROGERS & ONS 60. 


LIMITED 
LATE OF R. HAY & CO. 


95 and 97 Yonge Street 
NEW DESIGNS 


PINE FURNITURE 


Buy of the Manufacturer and Save Money 


PATENTS © 


Caveats and Re-rssues secured, Trade-Marks registered, 
and all other patent causes in the Patent Office and before 
the Courts promptly and carefully prosecuted. 

Upon receipt of model or sketch of invention, I make 
careful examination, and advise as to patentability free 
of charge. 

With my offices directly across from the Patent Office, 
and being in personal attendance there, it is apparent that 
I have superior facilities for making prompt preliminary 
searches, for the more vigorous and successfiil prosecution 
of applic stions for patent, and for attending to all business 
entrusted to my care, in the shortest possible time. 

FEES MODERATE, and ezclusive attention given to 
patent business. Information, advice and special refer- 
ences sent on request. 

R. J. LITTELL, 
Solicitor and Attorney in Patent Causes, 
Washington, D. C., 
Opposite the U. 8. Patent Office. 


ROF. DAVIDSON 


CHIROPODIST & MANICURE 


Finger Nails Beautified, Corns, 
Bunions and In-growing Nails 
Cured without Pain. 


Has Removed to Room 1 
39 KING STREET WEST 


’ 


‘ll PS, 


HNESS of ihe: 
TO BE HAD OF ~ 


AND ALL 














HOCOLATE 


AND THE BEST. 





5 COLD MEDALS 






evrywhere. 
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Carbuncles 


For years © was afflicted with Car 
buncles on the back of my neck. They 
were a source of much suffering. I come 


ing, and are liable to appear in large | menced taking Ayer’s Sarsaparilla, which 
numbers, unless overcome by the use of} cured the Carbuncles, and has since kept 
some powerful alterative. Ayer’s Sarsa-) me entirely free from them; my appetite 
parila cures these painful tumors, and also | has improved, and I am in better health 


prevents them, by removing their cause. 
One year ago I suffered from Boils and 


than ever before. — O. Snell, Lowell, Mass. 
I was troubled, for a long time, with a 


Carbuneles, and for nearly two months | humor which appeared on my face in ugly 


was unable to work. I was entirely 


Cured By 
taking two bottles of Ayer’s Sarsaparilla. 
—Leander J. McDonald, Soley street, 
Charlestown, Mass. . 

For some time past, until recently, my 
blood was in a disordered condition. T 
was covered from head to foot with small, 
and very irritating, blotches. After using 
three bottles of Aver’s Sarsaparilla, I am 
entirely cured. —C. Ogden, Camden, N. J. 

I suffered with Boils every spring, for 
years, until I began taking 


Ayer’s Sar 


rilla, A few bottles of this medicine 
effected er cure.— E. F. Lund, 
Portsmouth, Va. 
Prepared by Dr. J. C. Ayer & Co., Lowell, Maas. 


Pimples and Blotches. By 
Taking 
Ayer’s Sarsaparilla I was cured. I com 
sider this medicine the best blood purifier 
in the world.— Charlies H. Smith, North 
Craftsbury, Vt. 
I had numbers of Carbuncles on my 
neck and back, with swellings in my arme 
its, and suffered greatly. Nothing ree 
jeved me until I began taking Ayer’s 
Sarsaparilla. This medicine resto me 
to health. — Selby Carter, Nashville, Tena 
By taking a few bottles of Ayer’s Sar- , 


saparilla 


pad _ re ri ieee Wm 
mpure = 

©. Vanover, Battle Creek, Mich. 

Gold by sll Gruggists. Price $1; six bottles, $b 
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D A. S; VOG Conservatoire, 
rmany) Organist and Choirmaster Jarvis St. 


10 





E>. E. FARRINGER 


TEACHER OF, 
Piano, Violin, Cornet & Orchestral Instruments 


will accept engagements as Cornet Soloist for Concerts and 
Entertainments. Apply to or address 


58 Homewood Avenue 
M,. FIELD 
e FROM LEIPZIG AND FRANKFORT 
Piano Virtuoso 
105 Gloucester Street & Toronto College of Music 


Will ponent on ments for Concerts, and will also take 
Pupils in 0 Theory and Instrumentation. 


H GUEST COLLINS 


Organist and Choirmaster St. Philip’s Church, Choirmaster 
St. Matthew’s Church, Inst: uctor of Music at Knox 
College, &c, 

Crgan, Piano, Voice and Theory 
21 Carlton Street 

— W. SCHUCH 7 
r Chu ch of the Redeemer, Conductor Univer- 
sity Glee Club, has resumed instruction in‘ 
Voice Culture and Expression in Singing 
At his residence, 
8 Avenue Street (College Avenue). 
HARMONY BY CORRESPONDENCE 
To accommodate those living at a distance 
Mr. THOS. SINGLETON, Port Hope, @nt., 
Will 5 ive lessons in harmony as above and prepare candi- 
dates for examinations in Mu-ic at Trinity College and the 
Toronto Conservatory of Music. All Mr. Singleton’s pupils 
who have taken the Trinity examinations have been suc- 


Reference—Mr. Arthur E. Fisher, Mus. Bac. and 
A.C.0. (Eng.), Toronto. 


R. J. W. F. HARRISON 


Organist and Choirmaster of St. Simon’s Churca and Musica 
Director of the Ontario Ladies’ College, Whitby. 


Organ, Piano and Harmorsmyg 
94 Gloucester Street 
WALTER DONVILLE 
‘Teacher of Violin 
Pupil of Prof. Carrodus, Trinity College, London, Eng. 





8 Buchanan &t., and Toronto College of Music 


(LATE OF THE a 

prig 
Baptie' 
Church, Toronto, teacher of 


Piano, Organ and Musical Theory 
at the Toronto College of Music 
Residence 305 Jarvis Street 


ISS ALICE WALTZ 


Late Solo Soprano, Plymouth Church, Brookiyn, and St. 
John’s R. C. Church, Philadelphia. 


CONCERT, ORATORIO AND RECITAL 
Pupils received in Voice Culture. 
417 Church Street 


NTARIO COLLEGE OF MUSIC 


15@ Carlton St., opp. the Horticultural Gardens 
Teronuto 


This is a Private School, patronized by the best families 


in the city. 
CHARLES FARRINGER 
who has had charge of the school for 


The Past Five Years 
is a German, educated in his native country, and has had 


Thirty Years of Experience 
asa Teacher of Music in the U. 8. A. and Canada. 
Thorough instruction in every branch of music from the 
lowest to the highest grade. For terms, etc., address— 
CHARLES FARRINGER, 150 Carlton St. 


VOICE CULTURE AND PIANOFORTE INSTRUCTION. 


ISS MARIE C. STRONG, Primo- 

Contralto, has much pleasure in announcing that 

she is now prepared to give lessons in Voice Culture and 

Pianoforte Playing. Open for engagements at sacred and 

secular concerts. Circulars, terms, etc., at the piano ware- 

rooms of Messrs. A. & S Nordheimer, and Suckling & Sons’, 
or 28 Gerrard street west. 








TORONTO COLLEGE OF MUSIC 


Thorough Instruction in All Branches 
F. H. TORRINGTON, Musical Director. 





— 






Yonce St 
TORONTO. 







The oldest 
and most reli- 
















able of its kind 

in the Dominion, 

. ot All subjects pertain- 

ing to a business educa 
tion thoroughly tanght by 
able and experienced teachers. 





1. O'DEA, Secretary. 








A N EXPERIENCED TUTOR—English 


Public School man. Prepares boys for entrance 
scholarships at the English Public Schools ; also for Univer- 
sit) Matriculation address I. ROSS-WETHERMAN, 31 
Pcrtland Street. Toronto. 

REFERENCES—The Lord Bishop of Toronto, Sir Daniel 
Wilson, the Provost of Trinity, Elmes Henderson, Eaq., 
Dr. Temple, Mr. Justice Street 


ASPLENDID CHANCE 


WE WILL GIVE NEW SUBSCRIBERS 


**SATURDAY NIGHT” 


AND THE 


WORLD TYPEWRITER 


For $10, cash with order. The price of the Typewriter 
alone is #10, See advertisement of this machine in 
another column. 


THE PARMELEE ROOFING AND PAVING CO. 
GRAVEL ROOFING 


For all kinds of Flat Reofs. 


ASPHALT PAVING 


For Cellar Bottoms, Sidewalks, Breweries, Stables, etc., ete. 
Estimates given for all parts of Ontario. 


10 ADELAIDE ST. WEST, TORONTO. 





THOMAS MOFFATT 
FINE ORDERED BOOTS AND SHOES 


A good fit guaranteed, prices moderate, strictly first-class 


196 YONGE STREET, TORONTO 
THIRD DOOR NORTH OF ALBERT HALL. 


SBOE) 5 ARREARS SSN ROT RAR ETI 
J. YOUNG 


THE LEADING UNDERTAKER 


847 Yonge Street, Toronto, 
TELEPHONE 679. 










TORONTO SATURDAY NIGHT, | 


FOR CHRISTMAS AND NEW YEAR'S/ THE “JEWEL” RESTAURANT F. H. SBFTON 


PRESENTS 
Micklethwaite’s Fine Crayon Portraits 
Prize Award at Toronto Industrial, 1889 


Gallery cor. King and Jarvis Sts., Toronto 


$20 Crayon and Frame for $10. Satisfactory likeness 
guaranteed. o 


J FRASER BRYCE 


PHOTOGRAPHER 
107 King St. West - TORONTO 
UNBEAMS 


ELDRIDGE STANTON, Photographer 
116 Yonge Street and 1 Adelaide Street West 
Photographs of all sizes 
Sunbeams $1 per doz. 
J.W. L. FORSTER ART 


PORTRAITS 
Studio ° 81 King St. East 


Jordan Street 


This favorite restaurant of Toronto’s business men has 
recently been enlarged and throughout. 


DENTIST 


172 Yonge Street, next door to R, Simpson’s 
™ Dry Goods Store 





GRAND TRUNK RAILWAY 
The Old and Popular Rail Route to 


MONTREAL, DETROIT, CHICAGO 


And all Principal Points in 






ase ase tha a OFFICE HOURS—8 A.M. TO 9 P.M. | GANADA AND THE UNITED STATES 
MENRY MORGAN = _s_=_—Proprieter | 20 _____c___________________y positively the only line from Toronto running the 
- M. McCONNELL - GOME THING New in p comedh be of Lh A selebrated Pullman's Palace Sleeping, Buffet and Parlor 

4¢ and 48 King Street East. Also ‘Centirneus Gum Seta. Ait operations kn2wn to re “a tabl we Gickets and relisbie information 


Commendador Pert Wine in cases and bulk. 


tT for the celebrated Moet and Chan. | ™odern dentistry practiced. 
brands 





don *W ite Beei,” George Gouriet and other leading b - CHAS. P. LENNOX 2 
e. er a million imported cigars alwa ae e Room 

in stock. e supplied at bottom pricea, * | Yonge Street ‘Susana 1846 

FOR OYSTERS ‘Vinaina'srvie. aed see eels 


CALL AT 


JAKE’S VIRGINIA RESTAURANT 


DOORS NEVER CLOSED 
Grand Opera House Building. Tel. 2060 


DON’T TAKE UP YOUR CARPETS 





WITHOUT A PLATE 


Best teeth on Rubber, $8.00. Vitalized air for painless 
extraction. Telephone 1476 J 
C. H. RIGGS, cor. King and Yonge 


C. V. SNELGROVE 





awe have removed to 509} Yonge Street, to more  commo- Dental Surgeon, 97 Carlton St., Toronto AUTOH ARPS 
ere we are pre orders for 
Gleanitg carpets without taking Dom up. We also take | New Procese—Porcelain Fillings and Porcelain Crowns | 3 gar . ° ‘ + $4.00 
up and relay carpets where it is necessary. Toronto | % specialty. 4 Bar . . . 5.00 
Carpet and Plush Ken. Co. : Telephone 3031 5 Bar oe é see 
rs, me) 8 7 eo 
DR. MCLAUGHLIN |s5 Bars, 1: choras - + 15.00 








_— P. MILL 


FOR 


XMAS PRESENTS 








FRANK L. SANAGAN & CO. 
THE NOBBY TAILORS 


241 YONGE STREET 


DENTIST. 


Corner College and Yonge Streets 
Special attention to the preservation of the natural teeth. 








HANS AND GRETCHEN. 








LOST 


‘The Home Savings & Loan Co. Ltd. 
| OFFICE: 78 CHURCH STREET, TORONTO 
to loan on Mortgage—small and large 


All tenderness and soreness of the feet since we have been | $500,000 sums. Reasonable rates of interest 


buying our. 


BOOTS AND SHOES 


From that old reliable house of 


H. & C. BLACHFORD 
AMERICAN GOODS A SPECIALTY 
87 and 89 King St. East, Toronto 





WE INVITE YOU TO INSPECT OUR 


of Boots and Shoes for fall wear, consi«ting of 


the best American and Canadian makes. 328 Yomge St. 


HE OLD RELIABLE GOLDEN BOOT 
LADIES’ AND GENTLEMEN’S 





Our Ladies’ $3.00 Button Boot, Don 
Ladies’ Walking Shoes—Sty 


la Kid, is unsur- 
,» Cheap, Good. 


emen’s i Shoes—all kinds. 
mM, WEST & CO., 246 Yonge Street. 
<eeetess.- — Ree | 


No valuation fee charged. 
JAMES MASON, 
Manager. 


and terms of repayment. 
HON. FRANK SMITH, 
President 


ISSES PATON & GOULD 
Modistes and Fashionable Dressmakers 





Rooms in R, Walker & Sons’ Golden Lion. 


Ladies waited on at their own residences, 


FRENCH MILLINERY EMPORIUM 


63 King St. West (Opp. Mail Office, first floor) 
We will be oy on and after the 23rd iast. to show 
our Fall and Winter importations in Trimmed and Un- 
trimmed Millinery. Customers can be assured of 
the greatest variety in these lines. MURS. A, 
Mgr. (Formerly of No. 1 Rossin House Block). 


M ISS PLUMMER 
MODISTE, 








rocuring 
LACK, 


57 GLOUCESTER STREET 


HE MAGIC SCALE 


Best Tailor System of Cutting. 
Sleeve a Special 


HALL’S BAZAAR AND DRESS FORMS for ———- 
resses. reets made to order—peifect fit guaran 
Waist linings cut for 25c. 


426 1-2 Yonge St,, Just South of College St. 


CANADIAN SECRET SERVICE 


Under temas oy Offices, Temple 


Legitimate detective work done at reasonable rates und 
perfurmed in an honorable maaner. Nothing done that in 
any way interferes with the relations, 

JOHN A. GROSE, 


Box 1999, Montreal. Manager. 
LESSONS IN PHRENOLOGY 


Examinations, Ora or Written. 
MRS, MENDON, 238 McCaul Street, 


ar ene 


R G. TROTTER 
; Surgeon Dentist 
14 Carlton St. - - 


Office hours—9 a.m. to 5 p.m., 7 to 10 p.m, 


MUSIC 


We beg to say that we are in a position to supply all the 


Latest and Most Popular Music 


AT FROM 


25 to 50 Per Cent. Less 


than publishers’ regular prices. 


F. W. NYE & CO. 


THE ROSSIN HOUSE NEWS DEPOT 


187 King St. West 


EDUCATE fiazimi"antae 


Bookk D Pei 
and all commercial branches, oan 


Canadian Business University 


PUBLIC LIBRARY BUILDING 
TORONTO 
THOS. BENGOUGH, President 
"THE ASSOCIATED ARTISTS’ 
SCHOOL OF ART AND DESIGN 


Antique, Life and Painting Classes 
Daily 


Applications may be made at the rooms, M and N, 


Yonge Street Arcade. 
Large stock of Decor- 


ROSE ated Palms. Wedding 


Flowers. Cheapest in the city. 


H. HT 


TEL. 3280. Yonge Street 


Toronto 














wwely — Py SLATTER Clty Passenger Agen’ 
. J r 
Jorner King and Yonge streets and 20 York street, 
Telephone Nos. 434 and 4365. 


WINTER TOURS 


Bermuda, Nassau, Florida, Jamaica, 
Cuba, California, Britis Colum- 
bia, Colorado, Texas 
A. F. WEBSTER, 58 Yonge St. 


GENERAL TICKET AGENT. 









5 Bars, 13 Chords . 
Largest stock in Canada of 


Violins, Guitars, Banjos, Ac- 
cordeons, Concertinos, &c. 


nt ye mo in th: Musical line, 
Sheet Music, Music Books. Every- 
thing up to the times and at the 
right prices. 


WHALEY, ROYCE & C0. 


MUSIC DEALERS 
158 Yonge Srteet, Toronto 


J. W. Cheeseworth 


TAILOR AND DRAPER, 
106 King St. West 





A Complete Assortment or 


Fall and Winter Goods 


‘Suitable for Gentlemen’s present wear 


N.B.—The public should call and see our Cheviots and 
Scotcn Tweeds, suitable for Double-breasted Sack Suits. 


HIGH CLASS PORTRAITS 


IN 
Oils. Water Color and Crayon 
%\.V EST END ARTSTUDIO 
3754 Spadina Avenue, Toronto 
Mrs. A. 8. Daviee, Miss M, E. Bryans, Artistes 


Opal and Ivorine Portraits a Specialty 


Instructions given in _ and decorative art op 
china, satin and glass. For specimens, terms, etc., call at 
above address. 


McCAUSLAND & SON’S 
WALL PAPER 


IMPORTATIONS 


ARE UNEXCELLED FOR VARIETY AND BEAUTY 
OF DESIGN. ALL GRADES AND PRICES 


76 KING STREETS WEST 
TORONTO 


Trunks and Valises 
SATCHELS and PURSES 


Best Goods. Lowest Prices 


Cc. C. POMEROY 


49 Ming Street West TORONTO 


55S CENTS 


The small purchase amounting to 560.— 
fifty-five cents, for which a numbered re- 
ceipt or voucher is given, may win the 

rize of the watch worth one thousand 

oliars—$1000. Americans as well as Cana- 
dians will please note the fact. This said 
watch is the finest in America as a mechani- 
cal work of art. Send for circulars. 


RUSSELL’S 


9 Street West, Toronte 








JAS. Cox & Son 


83 Yonge Street 


PASTRY COOKS AND CONFECTIONERS 


Luncheon and Ice Cream Parlors 








Paradoxical But True. 
‘I believe your wife’s mother is with you 
now?” 
** Yes, she’s with me, but she’s agin me.” 





Love’s Young Dream. 

When the lights are turned low in th 1 
and the old folks have departed for aceetions, 
Arabella takes advantage of the situation and 
goes to Lapland. 





At the Hotel Table. 
Waiter (to Uncle Greencorn)—What is your 
order, sir? 
Uncle Greencorn—I belong to the Masonic 
order at Sturupville, thank ye. Can't I have: 
something to eat {— Time, 





Necessary Precaution. 

Tramp (at kitchen door)--That cake smells 
temptin’, 

Cook--It’s some the cookin’-school young 
seneeee, Saneer- Sommer things mixed wid forty 

D 

“ Wall Orie aaa iece if ye'll 

* Wall, OF’ ve ye a piece e'll ate it out- 
dours, Oi dou want wets die in th’ house,” — 
N.Y. Weekly, 
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Sarasate-D’ Albert. 


One of the most important concerts ever 


given in Toronto, will be that of this evening, 
* ‘when Pablo de Sarasate and Eugene D’Albert 
will appear at the Pavilion. The first of these 
artists is claimed by his friends to be the 
premier violinist. of the world, a claim disputed 
f only by the great Joachim ; and the second has 
been honored by Von Bulow by being classed 
with Rubinstein and himself, as forming the 
three great pianists of the world, 








Grand Opera louse 


WEEK COMMENCING 


MONDAY, DEC 30 
MR. AND MRS. 


KENDALL 


MATINEES 
New Year’s Day and Saturday 


Sale of seats to subscribers opens 
Thursday; regular sale Friday 
morning. 

Prices, 25c. 10 $1.50. Matinee, 
25c., 50c., 75c. and $1. 


PROF. DAVIS 


14 not only the leading teacher 
of Dancing in Canada, but he is 
also a Musician, Author ard 
Composer. He has originated, 
composed and published music 
for his fashionable dances: 
**Rivple” Jersey, La Bronco, 
La Zieka, Lawn Tennis dance. 
&c., &c; is author and pub- 
lisher of the bonk, ‘‘ The Mod- 
ern Dance Tutor”; success- 
fally originated and taught the 
> eances «anced at the Kirmess, 
1887; Art-Fair (La Pavo:e), 
&c., 1888; Kirmess, 1889. He 
has taught dancing fer over 
thirty years; his pupils num- 
Prof. J. F. Davis per over fifteen thousand. 








HIS ACADEMY IS AT 
91 Wilton Avenue, near Church Street, Toronto 


“TIME,” | 


A hum-rous weekly p2per, American 
in sentiment, Repubiican ia politics. 
Contains two cartoons each week by 


THOMAS NAST. 


For sale at all News stands. Price 10 
cents. Sample copy free. 


“TIME” PUBLISHING COMPANY 


227 Broadway, N. Y. 








TORONTO. SATURDAY NIGHT. ii 
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AS P RESEN rT 334 Yonge Street, opposite Gould 


Choose something useful as well as ornamental. 
Call and see our stock of 


A CHRISTMAS P AMERICAN FAIR 


We distributed for the Christmas trade more splendid goods for the money than were ever 


ned ha he) BRASS FENDERS sold before, and now for New Year's we still have the goods and they cost you less than one-half 
a SS what you have paid years before. The best quadruple Silver Plated Knives—Dinners, $2.44 per 
FIRE SETS eouttan $4.50 ; Tea, $2.34, worth $4. Pickle Castors, $1.24, worth $250; and Butters, $1.24, 

LE LD TT Te TT wor . 5 
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ee 
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ONYX TOP TABLES ~ 
yj, FLORENTINE STATUARY 


oven ese Hine ScaEENS TRIUMPHANT OVER ALL COMPETITORS 





PIANO LAMPS We sold in all some 13,000 Books during the past ten days, and still we have a supply—24c, 
== | for Whittier. Longfellow and other poems—all best authors. Come and see us, 


WM. H. BENTLEY & CO. _ 














GRATES, TILES, Etc | re official list of awards at the EXPOSITION UNIVERSALLE, PARIS, 
108 and 110 King Street West 1889, proves that the HIGHEST possible PREMIUM, the ONLY GRAND PRIZE 





: A 
in eer — = for Sewing Machines, was awarded to the Wheeler & Wilson Manufacturing 
SS | ———r — > THE WM. Hl. BELL MANUFACTURING (0) Co. Then why buy a cheaply-constructed shuttle machine when you can 


get the Rotary, Light-Running, High-Arm, Noiseless Wheeler & Wilson for 


I890 Mi AYO i? A | Y 890 the same price? The Acknowledged Best in the World. For a Useful and 
Handsome Holiday or Wedding Present buy Our No. 9 Parlor Cabinet. 


Your Vote and Influence 


See our No. 12 and D 12 Machines for Tailoring, Leather Work, and all 
manufacturing purposes. 


are Respectfully Requested; WHEELER & WILSON MANF’G CO. 


PRINCIPAL OFFICE FOR ONTARIO: 


FOR THE RE-ELECTION OF GEO. BARRETT, Manager 266 Yonge Street 


s PC 


TELEPHONE 277 TORONTO 


LARKE JOHN J. TONKIN| WANZER 











AS MAYOR FOR 1890 ‘ 
| 
roc Kaela allied FASHIONABLE TAILOR & HATTER L AM P » 
Election will take place Monday, January 6, 1890 OF TORONTO \ dee of the day 





DIVIDEND NOTICE 
THE SHEPPARD PUBLISHING COMPANY 


LIMITED 
Notice is hereby given that a dividend of ten per cent 
upon the paid-up capital stock in this institution has been 
declared for the cucrent year, and that the same will be 
p yabie at the office of the Company, Adelaide Street West, 
on and after 


Wednesday, the 15th Day of January Next 
The transfer books wi)l be closed from the 5th to the 16th 

day of January next, both days inclu-ive, by order of the 
ard, E. E. SHEPPARD, Manager. 
Toronto, December 23, 1889. 


No danger to fear 


| 
| 
ACOBS &SPARROWSOPERAHWUSE rise srinese Goode ‘ae) Nia tom 


Matinees Tuesday, Wednesday and Saturday Lowest Prices With one lamp you obtain a fine 


Week December 80—New Year’s Week 50-candle power light. Heat a quart 
AUSTIN’S of water in a few minutes 


AU ST R ALI AN S 155 Yonge Street, corner Richmond | Get a breakfast or cook a dinner 


Prices—i5e., 20c., 30c, and 50c, TORONTO | Call at 98 King Street West and 
| Week January6 - - PAT ROONEY | retophone 1720 ‘examine them 











ona CHRISTMAS PUZZLE. 



















Many 


to your 


3rd. We 


ists 


‘ ticle adds so much to the com- 

tort, beauty and elegance of 
the wearer as either of the 
following: 


A Lady's Seal Mantle 
or Walking Jacket 


A Gentleman's Fur 
op Fur-Lined Coat 


Ist. We guarantee satisfaction 
Ind. We have the finest fur 
stock in the Dominion. 


puzzle as to what 


would be the most appropriate 

article for a Christmas or New 

Year's gift for their friends. 
Wecan answer this question 


satisfaction. No ar- 


employ only special- 
in the manufacture 





of our goods. 


JAMES HARRIS,.& CO., 99 Yonge St., Toronto 
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roenra LAWSON, Issuer of Marriage 
Lice nes. 
Uffice, 4 King Street East. 
Ever ings at resi: ence. 461 Church Street. Street. 


HENRY Cc FORTIER, Issuer of Marria, Issuer of Marriage 
Licenses. 
At office—16 Victoria Street, 9 a.m. to 6 p.m. 
At residence—57 Murray Street, evenings. ToRONTO. 
AMUEL J. REEVES, Issuer of Mar- 
riage Licenses 601 Queen street West, between Port- 
land and Bathurst Str-ets. Open from 8 a.m. to 10 p.m. 
118 Palmerston A, enve. 


GF. EAKIN, Issuer of Marriage Licenses 
Court House, Adelaide Street 
and 138 Carlton Street 


The Cradle, the Altar and the Tomb 


Births. 


RENN 'E—At Toronto, on December 16, Mrs. Robert B} 
Rennie—a son. 

BARNES—At Toronto, on December 15, Mrs. Wm. H. 
Barne-— twin daughters. 

OLIVER—At Medicine Hat, North-west Territory, on 
Derember 15, Mra A. Oliver—a son. 

NELLIis—At Woodst.ck,«cn December 20, Mra. W. P. 
Nellis—a son. 

MONK—At Toronto, on December 24, Mrs. G. W. Monk— 
@ s0n. 


Marriages. 

CUNNINGH 1M—DECATUR—At Orangeville, on Dec- 
ember 18, W u. J. Cunningham to Sadie H. Decatur. 

K \tS¢R—G ARBUTT—At Et .bicose, on December 18, 
Isaac Ksiser to C ara Garbutt. 

L&ARY— EASTMAN —At Toronto, on December 18, 
Chas ©. Leary t>» Louisa Etta Eastman. 

MOKSUN—HOLUVEN—At Siuno , on December 18, Wi 
iam ©. T. Morson to Marion Rutherford Holden. 

McvILLAN -—DUNN—At Hamilton, on December 19, 
Anthon: J. McMitlan to Liz-ie Louisa Duan. 

PLATER—3MICH—On December 19, Richard George 
Piater to Lucy Emma Smith. 

SMYTHE—.ONsT «NTINE—At Toronto, on December 
19, Alert Ernest Stafford Smythe to Mary Adelaide Con- 
stantine. 

ACKERMAN—TOOGOOD— At Toronto. on December 21, 
Edgar Rud ‘ph Ackerman to Eliz: Anna Toogood 

THOMPSO N—STEWAR C—At Urangeviile, on December 
18, F. H. Thompson to Constance taihed Stewart. 

DRAPER—ROGERS-— At Toronto, 04 December 20, J. P. 
Drap ro K-te Rogers. 

McKINNUN—EDWARDS—At Cannington, on December 
24, Rev. Maico m 4cKinnon to Maude Edwards. 

BOU LTUN— BEiT10U0—O1 Decewuber 18, 
Edsard Boulton, jr , to E ise Bl.k-well Berihoud. 

RO-ERS DR«aPER—At Toronto, ow December 20, J. P. 
Drap-r to K ste Rovers 

LESLIE—ANDERSON—At Eglinton, on December 25, 
John Knox Leste to Bianche Eleanor Ande ron. 

@RaAY—SuUTTON—aAt Walkerton, on December 24, James 
Gra) to Mary Lowira Sutton. 

MANLEY-— GORDON - At St. George's Church, Harriston, 
on Deve» ber 24, »y the Rev. Kural Dean tls. M.A , assisted 
by the Rev. A tred Bow), rector uf St. Peuls, Palmerston, 
Frederck Fitz-Payne Maniey, M.A., Mathematical Master 
Toros to Cole giate Institu , to Elizaheth Gordon, yourgest 
dcauchter of the la e Juhu Fi,her of Harriston. 


Deaths. 


WELDRICK—At Thornhill, on December 20, Gio Wel:- 
rick, ayeo 62 year-. 

Wa ERs —Aat New Orleans, on December 12, the beloved 
ond «cf Kev. Henry Harcourt Waters, aged 10 months 

McMILL N—At St. Marys, cu December 15, Mre. Etiza 
beth Grey McMillan, aged 85 yea 8. 

MILNE—At Ancaster, on Dece mber 19, Clara R. Milne. 

PHIPPs— At Toronto, on De ember 19, iafsant daughter 
of F an«x H. and Miunie Phipps 

F: ELD—At Lorovto, on December 22, infant daughter of 
Willmwm H and Jose; hine Field. 

SUTHERL sND— at Toronto, on December 21, Mary Mc- 
Leod Sutierland, aged 70 years. 

HAM MON D—At Lor nto, on December 23, Mrs. William 
Hammond. med 74 years 

McCALLUM—At Toronto, on December 23, Neil McZal- 


lum, agec 47 ) ear. 
McG NTY—At Toronto, on December 23, Nicholas Mc- 


Gint . aged 93 years 

HaNEv—atBow manville, on December 15, Henry Haney, 
aged :3 vers. 

OLIPHANT—At Clarkson, on December 23, Mra. Thomas 
Oliphant, aged 26 years. 

JONES—at Niagara Falls Sout, Ont , on December 20, 
John Gal reath Jones, aged 31 y: ars. 

CUCHR 1N—At Torouto, on De.ember 23, Mrs. John 
Co hrav, aged 84 years. 

CiRTWR GHT—At Toronto, Harriette A. Cartwright. 

BELL—As« Uaremont, Unt., on December 18, Joseph 
Bell, axed 80 \eare. 
G. L. BALL, DENTIST 


Honor Graduate of Session '83 and ’84. 
74 Gerrard Street East - ~ ~ 


MISS ore 


Is new aheowing a large 
sssorpment af 


Ladies’ Head Dresses 
OPERA BONNETS 
EVENING FLOWERS 


with full stock of Fashionable 
and Seasonable 


MILLINERY 


at Greatly Reduced Prices to 
clesr. 


251 YONGE ST. 


Opp. Holy Trinity Church, 
” TORONTO. 
Family Mourninga &pecialty 


MISS PAYNTER 
Millinery Parlors 


IMPORTER OF 


) French, — 


DArcy 


Toronto 


TORONTO SATURDAY 


SEWING MACHINES 


LADIES: 


Do you,prefer a Machine with an Oscillating 


Shuttle ? 


Or one with a Vibrating Shuttle ? 
Or an Automatic with a Single Thread ?. 


We make them all. 


The Singer Manufacturing Company, New York 


AGENCIES EVERYWHERE 


Central Offiee for Canada : 


No. 66 King Street “ West,” Toronto 


HEINTZMAN & CO. 


MANUFAOTURERS OF 


PIANOFORTES 


GRAND, SQUARE AND UPRIGHT. 


The oldest and most 
reliable Piano Manu- 
facturers in the Do- 
minion. 


Their thirty-six year.’ 
record the best guar- 
antee of the excellence 
of their instruments. 


Our written guara: 
tee for five years an 
xompanies each Pianc 


Illustrated Oatalogu: 
free on application 





COLLEGES AND PRIVATE SCHOOLS 
GROUPS FRAMED 


At wholesale prices. Fatimates given from large assort- 
ment of choice mouldings. 


S. H. SMITH! 


‘169 Bay St., Medical Building 


| 1890 1890 


PACIFIC 
RAILWAY. 


ANOTHER SERIES OF 


CALLAWAY’S 


EXCURSIONS 


British Oniuarbie 
Washington Territory 


Asian Nove St. Andrew 5 Ward! Oregon and California 


B i, 5 Rossin Block 


King Street West 


TORONTO. 


MISS BURNETT 


117 Yonge Street 





Will now offer the balance of a very choice 
stock of 


PATTERN HATS AND BONNETS 


At half price 


A New Stock of Veiling on Hand 


i 
mi 


EAST WING NOW OPEN 


Sp cial terme to permanent boarders. a rooms, 
single and en suite. INSPECTION SULICITED 


ARLINGTON HOTEL 


Oor. Eing and John Streets, Toronto 


YOUR VOTE AND INFLUENCE 


Are respectfully solicited for the re-election of 


ALD, J. &. VERRAL 


FOR THE COMING YEAR 


Election takes place Monday, Jan. ¢ Jan. 6; 


St. Andrew’s Ward | 


Your vote and influence are respectfully 
requested for the election of 


WM. BURNS 


AS ALDERMAN FOR 1890 


1118 King Street West - - 


| Deceentieer 3, 17 and 31 


For berths and all information, apply to any Agent of the 
Company, or write 


W. R. CALLAWAY 


Toronto 


BGAS ieee 


Os th ou Z, SANE 


N BRACKETS ais 
| CHANDELIERS * 
ELECTROLIERS Ge 


ESTABLISHED 1860 


MILLINERY 


Fall and Winter Stock in 


great variety. 
Stylish and Artistic work 
in all ite branches, 


DRESSM4 KING 

Perfection in Fashion, Fi 
and Finish guaranteed. 

Leave orders early to in- 
sure prompt attention. 


J. & A. CARTER 


Manufacturers and Teachers 
of the 


NEW TAILOR PYSTEM OF DRE UTTI 
(Late Prof. Moody's) 2 tes oie: 


NIGHT. 


SPECIAL AND IMPORTANT 


FUR 
SALE 


AT THE STORE OF 


W. & D. DINEEN 


Cor. King and Yonge Sts. 


Rich and costly Sealskin Mantles, 
Short Seal Jackets, Seal Capes, Seal 
Dolmans; Seal Muffs, Seal Caps, 
Stylish Bear Boas (brown, grizzly 
cinnamon), Lynx Boas and 
Muffs, Red Fox Boas and Muffs, 
Beaver and Otter Capes and 
Muffs, Astrachan and Persian Man- 
tles, handsome Fur-lined Ci: culars, 
Children’s Fur Coats and Rugs, Gen- 
tlemen’s Fur Coats and Fur-lined 
Coats trimmed with Ctter, Gents’ 
Fur Collars and Cuffs, etc. W. & D. 
Dineen intend hold:ng a great sale of 
Furs from now until Christmas of the 
very finest class of goo: s, which in- 
c udes all their seasen’s pattern gar- 
ments In sealskin and other furs. 
We have on hand fully one hundred 
thousand dollars’ worth ot manu.ac- 
tured furs. The season is getting 
well advanced. By the end of the 
year our money goes home to the 
Old Country for skins for next sea- 
son's trade. It you have money to 
lay out you can get bargains from us 
from now until Christmas. Our ob- 
ject is to raise money. 


SS 
XMAS SALE 


For $1 We Give One and a Half 


These Prices Tell You What to Expect in Other Departments 
SILKS, DRESS GJODS AND COSTUMES 


DRESS SILKS FOR ORDINARY EVENING and HOLIDAY WEAR—Plain, striped and 


and 





brocaded Orwinal nrice $1 to $1 50, now 25". 


FIGURED CHINA S'LKS—Caat were $1 a yard, now selling at 73c, 

PLUDHES Af 25e. A YARD—That formerly sold at 50°. and 75c 

FIGURED AND BROCADED VELVE"S—At 37hc. a yard. were $1 and $1.25. 
LARGE STOCK OF DRESS GOUDS— Reduced cver one-third. 

ALL-WOOL CR!INKLE CLOTHS—At $1 a yard that alwave sold for $1.50. 
ae CHECKED HABIT CLOTH—$§$1 a yaed, was $1.25. This season's goods, 


COSTUMES IN FRENCH SERGE anéd AMAZON CLOTHS—Marked down i tie: 
PRINTS AND SATEENS—Worh 25c. a yard, marked a: 16. ve) ee 


Muffs Boas and Capes 
FANCY TABLE COVERS, DAMASKS, &c. 


FANCY TABLE COVERS, 4.4—Were $3, now §1.75. 

FANCY TINSEL COVERS 6 4—Were $3.75, now $1 50. 
FANCY TAPES(RY COVERS, 84 Were $5, now $1.95. 
FANCY PLUSH SIDEBOARD COVERS— Were $5, nuw $2.75. 
TABLE DAMASK—Napkins, Towels, etc. 


BRAIDS AND TRIMMINGS 


17 000 yards Ribbons and Laces at lc. a yard, were 5c, and 6c, 
Velvet Ribbon, brocaded, at 9c- and 10° . was 35". and 40c. 
Fine Shades Cashmere Embroidery at 25c. a yard, was $1 10, 


The Novelty Table is on the Ground Floor---East Side 


R. WALKER & SONS, King St. East 


Every 


WEETNESS 
URABILITY 
oF MUSIC. 


SOLE AGENCY. 


TORONTO 
J.S.POWLEY 


COAL AND WOOD 


WHOLESALE AND RETAIL 


COAL—Egg and Grate, $5.26 ; Stove and Chestnut, $6.60; Best Soft Ccal, $6.60 
WOOD—Hard ae Sott. All kinos constantly on hand. Pine Wood for Bri ickmake 


KEIRAN & McADAM 


OFFICES AND Y 737 to 741 Queen Street West, 215 to 219 Manning Aveau 
Telephone 1324 and 1297 





